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Be PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY. Pia 

i, Basi Tvtrr—A fighting member of the Royal ‘North-West ‘saved the lives of his friends Basil Tyler and Edith | Fy 
ae Mounted Police, that splendid semi-military body that Ross. 2 Cis 

Pee “are making of British North America a haven of rest S ieepy Grorcr Potrer—A trapper, whose sleepy ways made ag 
ae and plenty for the peaceful artisan. Basil Tyler was him the joke of his friends. Like most sleepy persons Hatha 
RAs sent into Keewatin territory, along Great Fish River he was a terror when he woke up. He wakes up in this» J 
Bik where it empties into Lake Garry, in the wonderful North- story and proves himself to be a hero. Avr 
i West, to find and stamp out the outlaw band led by ApacHe Tim Trrry—A half-breed Indian outlaw and famous J 
ian - Apache Tim Terry, the terror of the territory. —The .\ gunman of Keewatin territory, British North America. Sa 
RSE ‘mission of the young man was one of danger and re- There’s one thing: about Apache Tim and that is al- aie 
et quired ability to plan and to fight. Although taken a = though he was a “gun -man” to the core, he had isiah wna 
Breit prisoner by the renegade band, and condemned by a He led his wicked life, in a wicked age, in a wicked en- ake 
Bees death-vote to death at the hands of one of their mem- vironment, and died at last like a renegade should with | OF 
REL, bers, Basil Tyler saved himself and the life of beautiful his hoots on, while the spectral figure of a Revolutionary _ ine 
Bey Edith Ross, in a manner that is well worth perusing. soldier, pursued him to his death. VG roee 
mith) Epira Ross—The beautiful daughter. of a newspaper editor Wu Franx Roono—A member of Apache Tim’s outlaw Path 
cial of the far North-West. She is a brave girl, ready with  ~ gang. A bigger rascal never lived. He was a thug who thi 
Beis, her “gun,” and not afraid. to die by her own hand rather - was unredeemable, but he was brave with the false phys- feos 
tas than be forced into a dread marriage with an outlaw ical courage of the outlaw. His story points a moral in e 
ne chief. Her danger, her narrow escape from becoming _ the viciousness with which he surrounded himself as , 
a an unloved wife, and her dashing ride to safety, makes part of the tale of an erring career.” 

th: up an uncommon history of the country where brave WALLA WALLA Cy MitrcuHert—A bandit, just pure and sim- 

ag men and women are living to-day. ple in his vice. An elemental man who might have been Bay 
Rai Say yaney Birt Ross—Father of beautiful Edith Ross. Ins something ‘had he started better in another field than RS 

ee spite of his name he is a Prohibitionist, and never took . an outlaw’s camp. nv 
cau a drink in ‘his life. His mistaken zeal in his life-work, Poker Tom Hupson—A bandit, who pared largely in some ih | 
qe: made trouble for his daughter; but his life work was of the tragic events that surrounded the famous act of Oa 
AGA there just the same. outlawry, which rivals*some of the depredations of the | — 

Rabat GaLe Morrrs—Owner of the “Blue Wing” mine. Now he was Jesse James gang of bandits, and which has gone down eA 
Ex te also a trapper, a hunter, a gold-prospector, and a good into ‘history. mow as the “Hold Up at Snake Basin.” Vi 
o fellow all the time. He plays a brave part in this story, Lonc Jack 0’ Texas—A thug from the old pan-handle. A sy 
Be and is worth remenibering. with a sign :when ‘his life member of Apache Tim’s gang. aay") 
pom work is accomplished in one daring, splendid action that Trrpxr—A Kogmollock Indian. He was a member of Apache 

i aN part ae - Tim's bandit gang, but didn’t like “straight arm punches.” 

Toi . 

Re CHAPTER I. | Apache Tim Terry, leader of the bandit gang hesi- 

Bh THH DHATH VOTH. _ tated. 


“phe death-vote! Take the Death-vote. m9 He started to Move away with a laughing negative 


A howl of demand arose from every outlaw in the When again the appeal rang forth. ese Sc setae 
wild Pay: FANS ie MR Se sae 3 ‘"The Death-vote! us demand a death-vote !?? ees 
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There was a ring now in the voices of the outlaws 


| that Apache Tim did not like. 


He lead his bloodthirsty band by keeping his fingers 
on the pulse of their emotions all of the time. 
Apache Tim knew when to threaten, and when to 


yield, when to kill and when to pardon. 


He knew now that he must take action before the 


demand changed to a mutiny against his authority. 


Wild Frank Roono, Apache Tim’s close confidant, 
strolled over to the leader’s side. 

‘Better let ’em have thar way,’’ Wild Frank whis- 
pered. ‘‘They’s out fer blood ‘to-day. We cayant 
hol’ ’em as they’ s feelin’ now.’ _ 

Apache” Tim’s face lowered, in ugly rage. as he 
thought over his position. - 

A big man, was Apache Tim Terry, who got his 
frontier sun-man’s title from his frequent fights with 
Apache Tndians on the ‘‘Old Smoky Hill Trail’’ years 
before his arrival where the Great Fish River empties 
into Lake Garry in Keewatin territory, British North 
America. 

Now Apache Tim was as truculent as the Apache 
Indians he used to fight. 


. He had surrounded himself with a terrible gang of 
gun-men, thieves, and murderers, and was engaged in 


all the deviltry that made the point he infested with 


- his presence notorious throughout the great North-West. 


‘It’s a fool’s-play to take a death-vote on our pris- 
oners,’? Apache Tim whispered to Wild Frank. ‘‘We 


will lose more time than we gain by sending them to 
their graves.’ | 


“Vou? re gettin’ tender-hearted in yar old age,’’ said 
Wild Frank in return. “Better git that thar feelin’ 


out 0’ yar haid er some 0’ thet gang o’.ourn 7ull 
croak ye. 

Still Apache Tim stood with his eyes ae on the 
ground, 


A tall man was the outa chief. 

We must have stood six feet in his stockings as he 
gazed down at the earth as if trying to read an answer 
to his thoughts in the soil beneath his feet. | 

Apache Tim’s hair was light. He wore a heavy 
light-brown beard. His shoulders were wide and his 


movements showed his great strength. 3 
But when he raised his eyes the effect was startling, ° 
cold, deadly in their . 


For his eyes, while hght-blue, 
steady gaze, bore in each pupil a red- hazel spot. 

mses spots seemed to grow, and diminish with the 
moods of the outlaw. 

When the hazel spots seemed to be eating up the 
blue then those who knew Apache Tim started for their 
guns quick or hunted a spot in the safer depths of the 
ereat North-West forest. 

When the hazel spots daneed Ren Tim was what 
his name Apache meant. 

Ile was then a demon, seeing Anis blood, happy only 
in slaughter, wild, fearless, a sneaking™ deadly Indian, 
for in the outlaw’ s blood there raged the unruly cor- 
puseles of his Indian mother, which the white-blood 


from his trapper father could not dominate. 

But now Apache Tim was at his best mood. ; 

He glanced over his fierce band. | 

The outlaws were grouped around a fire of logs and 
brush, for it was early fall, and there was a suggestion 
of keenness: in the air that made the fire grateful in 
Hts warmth. 
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Veg the. gang’ ‘S$ In ue namene iacceredt ‘noche 
Tim to Wild Frank. ‘‘ What’s the matter 322) vee 
‘‘Been a hard summer,’’ eried Wild Frank, “they 


ain’t been no good piekins in a. helluvawhile.’” is eee 


Apache Tim. shrugged his shoulders. EE bad ates 
“¢Well, it ain’t. mv fault is a: SE et Se eat ea 
‘Naw... Ye sees, Apache Tim, ye’ “us ; the lader uv 


this hyar gang, an’ the Roy. think it’s. up ter ye: ter 
vit over summin thet’l pay.” 

‘“They do, eh.? Well just you tell fan there ’s noth- 
ing that’s oot a disposition to sit down and let some one 
else hustle for him wanted m my gang. I don’t want 
no one here that has to be‘led by a string. Tell the boys 
if they don’t like the way I’m hustlin’ fon: them to ty 

ont and hustle fo» themselves.’ 

Just then Teeke, a Kogmollock Indian, stouched over 
to the bandit chief. 

“Mey gay, Apache Tim hold pow-pow. with: Wild 
Frank. Then he tell ’um.’”’ 

- With this remark, not as lucid as at might aes Bean, 
the Indian slouched back to the bandits; who. having 


made their demand were now playing cards. ete 


Their howls as this one won, or that one lost, pune. 
tuated the atmosphere with awful oaths. eer a nn 
Apache Tim sneered. Ei LRG Sra 

‘‘T suppose Teeke wishes me to. imderstand that ihe 
vane are willing for me to talk over things with. you— 
but that they propose to hold the death motes in epne 
of me.’ ailigatote sete INN earth 

Wild Frank nodded. 5 > us ; LEA IY 

‘‘You knows the boys, > he replied. “Some 0’ em 
ain’t got no sense, an’ some 0’ em hez got too much. 
But they’s averages Up pritty fair. Ef I war you I dl 
gin in. Let ’um take thar vote; twon hurt ye any. 
Ye kin see a way outer et ef ye wishes, ‘Tim. See?”” 

Apache Tim ‘‘saw’’ all Tights 

But it irked him to think that ne had to i gtand ae 
the demands of a lot of bum bandits’’ as he ‘put it to 
Wild Frank. | | 

‘‘T ’preciates yar feelins’ pardner,”’ answered ‘wild 
Frank, “‘I knaws yar plans better than they does, but 
ef I war ye I’d gin in and let em take that thar vote. 
Ef ’tain con-veen-ient like ter aor ee out the vote, “why 
taint.’’ 

‘“But you know eta they win i whe bout don’t 
you??? . 

‘“Naw, an’ I don’t ceive a damn. Them? s hen vote ter 
clo annythin’ they wants ter. It makes men feel good 
ter vote. But thar ain’t no Congriss I ever hearn. tell 
on thet had no eall ter pay no attention ter any votes 
them people put in the ballot box, whether they casts 
thar votes here under the do-min-yon 0’ Canady, er 
out thar in them Unite’ed States. Congriss er Parlee- 
munt don’t make no odds—no polityemn don't hev ter 
pay no ‘tention ter such hog- wash ez a voter.” 

Even Apache Tim laughed at Wild Frank’s somewhat 
anarchistic views of elections by. popular votes... — 

‘You think that voters don’t count?’’ Aparna Tim 
asked. | 

‘*Not two-fer- a-Canada cent. They ’ s aint no good 
except ter Bo ye in office: Arter thet yez Z kin oD as. you 
domplases.’’ | Sy | tS ahd 

‘“Then your advice to me is to let ie. gang take a 
death vote and then do asI please?” 

‘Shore. Bea polityeiun! Ye knaw how ye got ter 
yar job as chief uy this yar gang 0 "men ??” brie aiias 21 


*¢ on 
© 


ie Be 

ats dt Braedon ee er Crake be rosa T° i Si Ae: 
: . Ateby ec Rite te ae Sate tre ro : 

AM Ses ey PN AeA Nee a he: 

2 noted My) 


Leis! 
fe bei ah! ale de so a 





FETT Darel Ces 


‘THE AMERICAN INDIAN WEEKLY. =. 


o£ Ves, 


‘ 


wont voted for me to take the plage of youn 
- leader.” cana 

“Shore. 
a yar 0’ log-rollin’ fer the job. Eh?” 

‘““T don’ t-t-t know-w-w.’? — 

“Wal I duz. Ye gits the job cause ye played th’ 
- game fer it. Jest ez other polityciuns does. 
- go fer ter think thet merit counts fer anythin’ in this 
yar woild. Merit ain’t nuttin’. The way ter git the 


ae an’ ter hole’ em is ter be a good polityciun. ‘Thar’s | 


a lot o’ truck goin’ erbout thet ‘merit wins.’ Believe 
me. There ain’t nuttin’ in it. Wot wins is good log- 
rollin an’ good politiciners work. Now ye gits busy, 


en play a little politics in this hyar case. Let th’ boys. 
take thar death-vote. 
vote. 


Then ye fergits ter-force the 
Ye wins, the , boys is satisfied, and all” S merry 
as a weddin’ morn.’ 

Apache Tim knew that his faithful TeeER At in the 


work of keeping the bandit gang in some kind of 


_ bounds, was right. e 

*‘I’m sorry. I didn’t want to mat into this broil. 
But now I’m here I suppose I'll have to stand for 
STG: 39 


So saying Wild Frank and Apache Tim strolled. 
over to where the bandits stood watching the poker- 


_ game, which several of the gang were playing. 
‘Well, boys,’’ eried Tim. ‘‘What’s' the row ? What’s 


all the trouble about??? ° 


“‘Nuttin’,’’ coolly cried a thug, whe was known in 
the band as Walla Walla Cy Mitchell. “We jet’s is 
naturally anxis like ter hev our rights ree-spec- sted by 
_ Apache Tim, our gallant leader,’ 


: asi The hazel spark in Apache Tim’s me began to 


% up grave questions like that. 


is 
! 
$ 


grow larger. 

The leader was short-tempered. 

This apparent blow at his authority stirred his quel 
rage. 

. But a warning look from Wild Frank stilled the 
eager words of reproach upon Tim’s lips. 

“f-e-um,’’ said Tim. ‘‘That ain’t no way to take 
Now. Walla Walla Cy 
spit out your feelins’. What’s the row? An’ what 
do you boys want?’’ 


‘*Nuttin,”’ surlily replied Walla Walla. Cy. ‘“We 


-. wants our rights.” 


‘““You gets ’em every’ time as long as I’m leader of 
_ this band.”’ 

**Ton’t know wheter we does er doesn’t—yet.”’ 

“Walla Walla, are you lookin’ for trouble?’’ 

The blue in Apache Tim’s eyes could hardly be seen 
now. Instead there was a wide expanse of reddish- 
hazel spots that flickered and danced in cold menace, 

‘Walla Walla Cy started to answer boldly.- 

But he happened to raise his eyes. He saw thie 


. deadly spots flicker and he cleared his throat and said 
| yaoeing but sullenly gazed at the suspended poker 


- game. 

A quiver ran around the adit ranks. 

No one cared to beard the leaping light in Apache 
~Tim’s eyes. 


The situation began to be awkward. 
Wild Frank saved it from becoming bloody by rush- 


ing forward with a remark. 


_ Seems ter me uts a helluvapowwow we er havin’ 
as ter votin’ whether we are ter take a death-vote ter 


_ make a band killin’ uv a sneakin’ coyote uv a copper.’ 


me s right,’’ cried Apache ae “Seems to me 


We voted fer ye arter ye ad put in -erbout | 


Don’t ye’ 


should we uns let this hyar chap git a’goin. 


you fellows w ant to make a Saas fuss over w whether we a 
decide that we must as a band, hunt down and kill, a 1 fare 


cheap skate, like this fellow Basil Tyler.’’ 


“Oh, I dunno, rs sullenly replied Walla Walla. Cyd 
“Bit’s not the feller thet we gives a hang fer but it’s 
the prin-cee-pul o’ the thing, Ef we let’ s this year © 
Basil Tyler git hyar and git ter mussin’ things up fer 
us, we mought ez well dis-band th’ gang fer sod and a 


all.”? 
“Ho, Basil Tyler?’’ interrupted the Indian Teeke. 


He had been listening to the conversation with evil- aM 


looking smiles on his face. ‘‘Who is Basil Tyler?”’ 


There was a rapid interchange of elances between ‘ om 


Apache Tim and Wild Frank. 
In answer to the almost imperceptible nod of Wild 


Frank’s, Tim spoke. ee 
“He is a member of the Royal North-West Mounted 


Police force;’’ the chief outlaw replied. 

“Oh! IT know. He heap tall man, heap broad should- 
ers. Heap fight. Oh, heap!’’ 

The snaky eyes of the Indians were turned toward 
Apache Tim as he spoke. 

‘“That’s Tyler to a ‘T’,?’ replied Tim. ‘‘He’s been 
sent from Fort Keewatin. to hunt us down and put us 
in jail.’’ 

A stunning roar burst from the bandits. 

It was a buss of jeering laughter. 

. “Put us in jail? Arrest us? 
we ez fifty,’’ screamed Walla Walla Cy. 
ain’t ye foolin.?”? 

“*No. 2? 

‘*Hones’ now ?”’ 

‘Sure thing. An’ boys, I think unless we are very 
careful he may put it over??? 

‘*What?’’ 


The gang yelled in unison, this short word, when they 


‘‘Say, Tim, 


heard what their leader said. 


Some laughed. Others shook their fists. Hands stole 
to, revolvers. Other hands clutched rifles. : 

‘4 Say, don’t make fun 0’ us;’’ eried ee Walla Cy. 
“We ain’t er lot 0’ kids.’’ 

“I’m not making fun of you.’ 

‘Wot kinder a show hez this Oar eee Tim, yer 
likker’ S soured on ye this mornin’ an’ ye has a fit 0? 
yar liver.’ 

Walla Walla Cy jeered at his leader as he spoke, 

‘“Now, boys,”’ replied Tim, “‘be reasonable. If you 
want to make a band matter of this, why? it’ 'S up to. 
you. But let me warn you. This Tyler is only one 
but there’ s the law about him and behind him a-backin” 
him up.’ 

‘Wot a we care fer the law,’’ sneered Walla Walla: 
Cy. “‘Thar ain’t no law up hyar on the front-eer.’’ 


‘Not ‘so. far. But with the advent of this Basil 
Tyler there may be,’’ quietly replied Tim. ‘‘So far 
for years we have run a good game out here. We are - 
so far toward the Arctic Circle that people back further 


where the country is more settled don ’t pay much at- 


tention to us. We’ ve been runnin’ our game with no 
limit to et, an’ now, well, this hyar Mounted Police- | 
man ought to be left strictly alone.’’ 


‘‘Don’t see it fer mine,’’ put in Wild Frank. ‘‘Why 
Et seems’ 
ter me et’s up ter us ter kill Basil Tyler. whether he’s 


a Mounted Pol-eeceman er a Unmounted one.’’ 


‘<Oh, you can kill him in about a second o’ yer time,”’ 
snapped Apache Tim. ‘‘ What I’m afraid of is the 





One man to do. thiat en Ri) 
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~ come-back that will come after you chaps has got him.’ mienlesovas ahs that tore toward the trail, ‘beating | 
a “*& come-back? Wot ye mean?’’ said Walla oe the outlaw leader on his. back.» ote EN 
ak Cy. ‘‘How kin thar be a trouble frum a killin one in- Directly behind Apache Tim streamed. the bandits 
' farnal po-leee-mum ?’’ on the mission. oF bloody murder! Neg ease i ieee 
Niet ‘Because he will be the embodiment of the law ané evans Ms ae pair a i os a 
it ain’t the copper that you fellows will kill but ye will Mace a ie Ra 2 a aa Co a 
kill the law. Now the law don’t die but comes up arter | Ce cates ea ; oe ie he 
ye have killed it and makes more trouble for ye. The SCN a CH ! PER tie Sana | 
-, more you kill it the more it comes back.’’ | tae foe WweaRa ta 
Say, ain’t he the tonguey one??? shouted Wild , eS Ve a 
Frank. ‘‘We didn’t think we’d ‘lected no fron-tetr | THD WARNING. 


__ lawyer to rule us, did we boys when we ‘lected Apache Manoa i$ He aca aba Me: 
“Tim ter be our leader??? Bpreael out, >» Peace, vA ducts Tim to te bands ‘6a. 


‘‘If Wild Frank had an opinion that he would apeilc soon as he struck the Fort Keewatin trail along which 
to for five minutes without changing it a dozen times, he expected to see Basil Tyler, the Royal North ee, 
I’d drop dead,’’ replied Apache Tim. ‘‘I see you boys Mounted Policeman, progressing, 






















“mean to take & vote: ‘Now 20 ahead, Vote as fast ‘Some take the wood way and cut him oft in ‘the 
as you want.’’ | ; rear,’’ yelled Wild Frank. . 
There were some long heads in the ranks of the ban- The outlaws ‘spread out, leaving. Frank and ‘Tim 





ny dits that didn’t feel like mixing into the trouble and alone. 
-. who sided with Apache Tim. Tim pulled his horse one ‘ot his stride and ayaitad. 


There was no fear of killing in the heart of Apache the return of the band’s messenger whom he knew 
Tim and which actuated his feeling that it was bad would soon be back to tell him that the outlaws: ‘were 


policy to kill Basil Tyler, even if the young Mounted entrenched. 










Policeman was in Keewatin territory for the purpose Apache Tim had his band under good military disci- 
of destroying Apache Tim’s bandit band. pline, | ‘ 
«Tim would rather murder Basil Tyler than not. ‘Fights with them meant victory because the ae 





ie But he knew the destruction of his gang would precautions of a band of fighting men was preserved. 
0 eventually follow any overt attack on the authority Messengers from the different bodies of fighting 
vested in Tyler. ‘units reported to the commander of all, and the result 

This feeling was shared in common with the wiser was that few of ate fights of the Apache Tim: gang 
men of the gang and there soon was an animated argu- were lost. 
ment as to whether to take the death-vote or not. The men in chee ane knew tenor tit ithe: first step 

A shrill whistle broke into the deliberations. toward a victory was to obey a commander. 

Its note sounded from the lips of a sentinel who stood | Thus, when Tim requested Wild Frank to hurry 
on a rocky point that gave him a view of the white- down the trail to watch for the arrival of Basil Tyler, 
alkali trail which ran from the little hunting settlement “he was met with instantaneous obedience. —__ 
of whites on Lake Garry, known as Snake Basin and Apache Tim then jumped from his horse, | threw the 
which twined over mountains, through vast forests, bridle-reins forward over the aaah 8 head’ in Cow- 


| over wonderful rivers, and through beautiful canyons, boy fashion. 


























| until it reached Fort Keewatin, three hundred miles of | This was the North- West manner of hitching a horse. 
desolation, so far as civilization was concerned, away. The horse did not stir except to crop a mouthful ot 
A The outlaws rushed to their arms with quick pre- bunch-grass from the side of the trail. ) | 
. cision which showed they were well drilled to resist ‘‘Hallo! Can you tell me whereI am??? 
sudden attacks. A thin, piping voice, thus spoke right at the | ears: 5 of 
Horses seemed to slide forward from Hees Apache Tim in the very next second. i ‘i 
ii Men mounted in haste, and hardly had the sound of Tim whirled around. 
ii the shrill whistle ended when every man in the band His big magazine revolver was sqeeue to oe Shand 
ui was mounted and ready for the fray. with the same position with which he grasped To) 
i The moment that the whistle had sounded the per- The action was the superb cat-like quickness with 
sonal messenger of Apache Tim had rushed out tothe which the Too North- West gun-man' AE his 
sentinel. weepin.’ i : 
Want He had learned why the alarm was given. In a kitten’s eye- wink Apache Tim was. “heeled. 
es _ The messenger was quick to tell of the discovery by But Tim hesitated to shoot. cali 
pi the sentinel. The figure that strode toward him was one of the 
ae ht As soon as Apache Tim heard the news from the mes- dueerest he had ever seen. $ : 
B  genger a smile of bloodthirsty delight swept over the It was the form of a rather undersized man, ; 
 -outlaw’s face. He wore an antique GTess:2)'?)),; | 
Ua ra el ahr! ata al aie just now, boys,” A queer, old- fashioned, full bottomed coat fell to his 
NaN Dat fis ed. “Basil Tyler 3 a? hj q y knees. 
aia; RE oS Rear Bi RSS, ae CORT LON DIn Gea Ur. It was plum- baidrell ead Hovis adorned with, old 
aun : Big Jake, our sentinel, sends me word that the Mounted fashioned bullion lace. 
_ Policeman is coming up the trail.””— Knee-breeches | with knee-buckles of att et with 
BON oe **Shoot the coyote! Fill the policeman full of holes,’’ flashing gems, next attracted Apache Tim’s eyes. 
pie shrieked the bandit mob.’ The breeches were apple-green in color, _ dm a 






ee | Come on, boys. We'll kill him ‘now, 4 seated Tightly fitting top boots of yellow leather, with red- 
| Apache, Tim as he gave rein to his noble gray horse, a Ope; met the kmee- breeches. 2 2 
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Rene ‘ never trembled before in time of battle. 


fh 

¢ —-.}* 
tea 
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_ jike hue. 


ke ‘pair | of teoa. spurs ik ee ‘pied tee Moe 
Ma stuck out straight from the extremely high | 
heels the little man wore on his ‘boots. ae 


Bs f O 


wig. which ended in-a queue. 


The white-wig had been pushed aes ‘from: hie man aa ie 


face which was round shaven, yet bore a peculiar wax- 


«What in thunder have I struck??? thought Apache 

Tim. vf 

The thought stayed the bullet 5 in the havalver already 

eocked, from speeding on its death errand as the ban- 

‘dit pressed the trigger of his “weapon. | | 
-“*Hallow!’’ cried the thin, pine voice Se, Can 

you: tell me where I am?’’ 

Apache Tim was astonished. 


ve “Now don’t point your weapon at me,’? the little. 
“T am also armed and it would be. 


voice continued. 
unfair of me to take advantage of you, my man. I ama 
soldier by profession. i must not attack a ene by 
all the rules of war.’ 

‘Haw! Haw! Haw! Apache Tim, needs no warning 
from a toy soldier,’’ the outlaw roared, 


| red and whose eyes now seemed to be red-hot - furnaces, 
“you are trying to insult me. 
“not. allow you to anger me.’ 


Tim noted that the figure wore a “straight sword, 


"with a gem-set hilt. Al 
In his belt was an old- Fnsheoned ainvlook pistol 


: Eh - singled barreled and about as able to. cope with the 


‘present day magazine, quick-firing heavy. caliber re- 
volver, as a child is with a giant. , 
| “Haw! Haw! Haw!’’ roared Tim again, ‘‘you. on 


But never mind, TL will | 


“mean that you’re thinkin’ of attacking 1 me with that. 


_ toasting BOT Ee? 895.7 
The anger of the tiny ficure seemed to be about at 
) the boiling point. 


“Nol No!’? the. figure piped. ‘I it not allow you. 
I eannot take advantage of your inex- 
perience with arms to meet you in dire combat. Sirrah! 


to anger me. 


Do not vex me more. I can not stay here long. You 
are detaining a valiant officer of King George. the 
-Third—— ‘ 
The figure took off its queer cocked hat and made a 
bow as it did so. . 


evar oman CrOCysa Ve King George oe Third,’ a the piping voice > 
“aun wailed. | 


~ Apache Tim drew back, 

His revolver began to shake in the hand that had 
helene George the Third!’’ shouted Tim.. 
: are you givin’ me?, You mean King George the Fifth.”’ 

“© Siprah 2? now screamed the tiny figure. 

Randend insupportable. Draw and defend yourself.’’ 

i Like a valorous. sparrow the tiny man flashed his 
sword from its scabbard and took the approved attitude 

ee fencing as prevailing 1 in the year of our Lord, 1776, 


» Apache Tim’s mouth. opened. 

His eyes grew bigger and bigger. BOR 
Then he burst into. another roar of laughter. 
The figure. regarded him gravely. ie 


or 


: is a ‘<Sirrah | a see you have no sword,’’ the voice udded 
You come not ae me - YOR. wished. Pshaw! ay | 


“*You are. 


ee What 


th es 4 
* eC piey ihe Ht yi 





ats 


_ —I mean men, like you come striding toward us, even 


3 “able to pay you for directing me on my way to Ottawa. 


} extracted a guinea from it. 


| “He isn't 2 
afraid of a regiment of such men as you???” se as we 
‘*Sirrah !?”: Piped the tiny figure, whose face grew 


<_ 
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tenor ong a not to. >have given way. 
civilian.” 


are '.. $0 saying the tiny: man ‘thrust. his sword hank into 
aA black-velvet. cocked-hat, with a buff cockade Sor: ch 
- mounted the : man’s head. ane 
The back part of his head : was : covered: with a white 


‘its scabbard and turned away from Apache Tim. | 
' But. Tim was not te Pe: thrust, aside with such seant 
ceremony. : | his 
“Thee your pandde. a7 ae ania with the ania and — ei 
ferocious: politeness of a grizzly bear. ‘‘I meant no aah 
offence. But in this age we aren’t. used to seein’ things i id 


yt 
~ .~ 


way out here ‘from civilization,’? By apie 
Way out: here? Why-y—I beg your pardon, | sir 
rah! But, it seems to me we are at cross-purposes.’ a 
eg looks: that way,’’ dryly replied the outlaw. ae iy 
“Now? it may be well for me to tell. you who I am.’ 
ETE may 'De. i ye 
“Tam an officer of. King George the Third, ‘and a am 


Here, sirrah! Here is something for your trouble.’ 
‘The strange figure pulled out a sort of purse- -bag and oe 
He handed the coin to Tim. Shain 

. Tim took the money with a mystified air. Sto ha eae 

He dropped it like a flash in the next second. 
The money was red-hot. 

But the guinea lay in plain sight « on the ground. 

_ Tim stooped down and examined it. It was. coined - 

in the reign of King George the Third, of England. 

“Good: Gracious !”? whispered Tim, “this chap fea 

to give me money one hundred and thirty-five a out Hey 

of ‘date. i | pia 

The figure was Seine Tim shrewdly. ye va i 

re ‘Now, don’t be afraid,’’ it cried, ‘‘I know you trap. ” | 
pers up here aren’t. used to much coin of our Gracious — 

King, but about Ottawa the men aren’t so squeamish. 

It is good coin, is that guinea. It will buy fardel for > ast 

‘your fair lady, IT am sure, or hippoeras for your own a ce 

lips.”’ 

Tim stagg pared back Hedines his horse. . Fy 

The noble animal was trembling. It was covered | 
with white lather. It was unquestionably frightened. 

Tim felt the hair on his head rise. — | SRN MC |: 

“My regiment,’’ the figure added, ‘‘is in Ottawa. I 
have been sent to the North-West on a mission—ahem 
—it was carrying certain despatches to the heads of our 
Indian allies. We may have to use them to put down 4 
that. pirate renegade, George Washington, who is N= 5 
citing the good American subjects of: our Gracious © 
Kine. to revolt—well we shall hang Washington some 
day. ?? 

“WWeithinks he is back in the days before the War of | 
American Independence. He doesn’t know that the _ 
Revolutionary War is ended and a great nation lives | a 
where the cross of St. George used to wave.’ Noe 

Tim’s hair began to stand up on the top of his head! 
in earnest. He tried to smooth it down with his aa al 
trembling hand. But it would not areoe COWa EN eaine 


‘Now, my man, ”’ the figure said, ‘‘if you are one 2 rf 


i Gi 
vee 5 
ite 


weeny 
a h R 


Mea 


of those men who are allied against. ‘law and order in 
this country—beware!, This is a plain warning I am_ 


giving you. I will "have. no license practiced on our | 
sovereign’s. frontier. King George the Third ene Ag 
through me. Do you understand ?’’ 

Apache Tim straightened up. 

He olanced at the war-like little figure, war-like of 
an age that has long since passed away. 9 
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 **T don’t understand, who are you?’’ quavered the 
outlaw. ; 
_ **Knough!’’ shouted the figure. ‘‘Enough! You bide 
this warning—death awaits you on the path you have 
.. taken!’’ sreha 
\°... Apache Tim staggered back. 
He clutched the reins of his horse with a frantic erip. 
He turned to speak to the strange personality. 


form of the Revolutionary War to be seen. 


‘‘A ghost!’ said Apache Tim. ‘‘I have my warning 
trom the grave.’’ 


CHAPTER III. 
A MODPRN WOMAN. 


‘‘Hully Snakes! Look at that horse bueck!’’ 


| 
W 
i 


to Basil Tyler, 
Mounted Police. | 

Sergeant Tyler was making his ‘‘post’’ this year, 

As the post was about one thousand five hundred 
miles long it took him some moons to patrol it. 

‘Tyler was.a fine loking, hearty, stocky, broad-should- 
ered fellow, with dark hair, and eyes, and a chin that 
told that he was pertinacious and also of a fighting dis- 
position. 

‘Fighting Tyler,’? was what they called him all over 
the- great Keew atin territory where there’s something 


c¢ 


thousand people to divide them among. 


fore, was not an unusual thing. 

A great waste of trackless wilds for the teat part 
was the territory through which Tyler made his cus- 
tomary yearly patrol, and he rather enjoyed his life 
of adventure, toil and fighting. ys 

But Tyler just now was gazing at a bay horse, a 
bronecho of the valley of the Great Fish River. 

The animal was bucking, as Gale Morris put it, ‘‘for 
all he was worth.’’ 

‘If his bucking propensities make up his value, he 
is worth a. lot of money,’’ cried Tyler. ‘‘He is bucking 
splendidly.’ | 

The animal just then executed a new equine war 
cance. 

He drew all his feet together in a buneh hke a play- 
ful kitten. Then he arched his back as a kitten might, 
if a very malicious one, and staggered stiff-legged 
ahead, anon arching his back and trying to shoot his 
rider up over the brightly shining sun. 

“The only trouble was that the. rider would not take 
' . the journey. 7 

bey The horse then heeled over on his fore-legs. 

He delivered a vicious kick, w hich would have hit a 
man in the center of his neck if the man had been 
~ seven feet high. Also it would hit a man about at that 
_ spot if any man had been there. 

Really, there was no man there nor within a good 
many hundred feet of the bucking horse. 

As this did not dislodge his rider he tried a new one. 



















There was no quaintly attired officer clad in the uni- 


Gale Morris, ranchman, hunter, plainsman, dead-shot 
gold-prospector, a perfect type of the modern soldier 
of fortune of the Far North West, cried these words 
Sergeant in the Royal: North-West 


like half a million square miles and only about four. 


A couple of hundred miles between neighbors, phe 


~ He side-jumped over a pile of wooden timber about . 
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twice as s high as he yas nae Hien. arias. hioswene 
elaring with his wicked white and bluish eyes started 


to do it all over again. 


The animal. whirled around next SO ae ‘that Basil 
had to close his eyes to keep from Benang: “dotty”’ in 
just. watching the horse. 

““That brute reminds me of the horse race Heseribeds 
by a certain celebrated ere author,”’ eried Basil 
at length. — ; 
' ‘What was the description ?”” queried Mora. ic 

“<The author said the Horse in question ‘held the re- 


cord for a mile and three quarters; only the animal | 


took an unfair advantage. He left out the mile and 
did the three quarters.’’ 

‘There seemed to be all this ee no anion in the 
ferocious energy of the bucking broncho. 

“That chap sits him pretty darned well,’’ said Basil’ 
‘‘I’m going to get nearer to see the fellow ride. Gosh, 
he can ride a hoss all right.’’ 

Gale Morris smiled in a superior sort of way. 
But he followed Basil nearer to the bucking animal. 
“*But thunder,’’ cried Basil as he got nearer, ‘‘ why, 

it isn’t a man riding the brute at all—it’s a gilt 

Gale grinned again in a very superior way. 

‘“Yes. I knew it was.a girl all the while,’’ Gale paaden 

. Just then the horse having bucked all its spunk out 
of itself and seeing that it could not possibly buck its - 
rider from her saddle, remembered a very important — 
engagement it had about three thousand milés away, 
and thinking it was going to take some time to nego- 
tiate the distance disappeared up the road with a speed > 
about one jump behind a locomotive’s best record. 7 

Basil shaded. his eyes from the sun and watched the 
horse until it disappeared around a forest- covered — 
bluff and then he turned. toward Gale. — 

“By thunder!’’ Basil ejaculated. “‘That girl ean 
ride. My, isn’t she a corker? And pretty ? Gale, who is 
she?’’ | 

‘*Bill Ross is her father. 
of Snake Basin. 

“Old Man Garry after whom this he is named was” 
her grand-father.’ 

“Ts her mother living ?’’ : nites a 

‘*Died about three years ago. Gal keeps house for 
her dad. Likely little gal at that. Good gal too. But 
say—she’d rather ride that bucking broncho than eat.’’ 

-—‘**Does she ride him often?’’ 

‘Not often. She tries to ride him oftener than she 
does. This is her lucky day, and I guess the hoss is a 
little off his feed. He don’t seem to put no spunk into 
his bueking.’’ 

‘*What? Does the hoss perform that way every oie. 
the girl tries to ride him?’’ ‘a 

I told 


Lives in the village, here 


‘‘Oh yes. That way or worse. Mostly worse. 
you the hoss wasn ig Rua in his best pa 

Basil looked bewildered. 

‘‘Do you mean to tell me that hoss ae this every 
time he is mounted ?”” 

- **Bvery time.’ 

‘‘Don’t he never stop bucking ?”’ 

““Yes. After he has bucked. about so long the orl 
lets him have his head. He runs a matter of four miles 
as keen as he can jump. Then——’’ 

“Well, what then ?’’ 


‘“‘The brute calms down. After that you couldn’t 
make him buck. He don’t know what it is to buck. A 
child can ride him, and he is one of the very best riding | 
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‘Yes. But never mind what’ some’ are; tell me what “She is coming pack > Tyler inewnced after: a criti- i i 


eal’ inspection ° of the horizon, ‘‘And that brute is rhe ah 


this one is??? 
going right well, now. There isn t any buck left in. OS 


‘Did you ever see Drcitien row eyes? a Sy ae : 

















““Not that I can remember.”’ RS eee an eee ae ‘him.’ e a or ‘ 
“Did you ever see a neater shapes vency ae neki en he rapidly carn figure of Edith Ross showed nan 
‘Never.’ Bete Yo | ia that Basil was right. pike it ve te 
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oe ‘ “Did you leat a little as dressed in a faded old 
| suit, of clothes ?”’ 
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-“N-o-0. Didn’t meet no humern feller,” 

“The man I mean had on a sort of Revolutionary uni- 
» form—the kind they wore in George ete oe g 
day?” | 

‘Never heern tell 0’ him. Did he live in fea parts? 
He mount be one of them gold-prospectors over in 


. Yukon territory. But I never heern the name about. 


- hyar.” 

In spite of his alarm, Wild Frank could not aid him. 
This Apache Tim saw ina moment. _ 

In fact Wild Frank wouldn’t have known a aerate 


dressed in the uniform last worn one-hundred and 


_ thirty-five years ago, if he had met the soldier himself. 
But Apache Tim was determined to satisfy his own 


mind as to the identity of the strange personage who 
had warned him of trouble that was to. Speer in the 


outlaw’s path, 

So he continued to question: Wild Frank. © 

“*You must have seen the chap I allude to,’’ Apache 
Tim went on. ‘‘He was a thin little fellow. He wore 
an old fashioned cocked hat.’’ 

“*No? I disremember seein’ any sich feller.’ 

“‘He wore a full-bottomed skirt coat.’’. 

‘“Huh? Wot kinder a cot is thet,?’’ 

‘And Iknee-breeches with buckles set in vems. 

At the word 

He knew about gems; that was part of his business. 


‘*Say, Tim,’’ Wild Frank added, ‘‘do you suppose— 
an’ ye knows me pritty well, do ye’z suppose thet I’d 
Say Tim are 


let a fellér wit gems on ’im eit by me? 
ye gittin nutty ?’’ 

Apache Tim’s face fell. 
now. | 7 ee 

‘“But Frank,’’ he added. ‘‘Honest.. You must hey 
seen this fellow. He started down the trail right from 
where you came not three minutes after he disap- 
peared. 
you must have seen him?’’ 


He was getting anxious — 


Thére was so much energy in his words that Wild 
Frank looked at the outlaw leader with a ae ex- 


pression on his. face. 

‘Yer ain’t, bin a drinkin’ hev ye, Tim ??? Prank 
asked with a great show of consternation. ‘‘This 
eang’s got trouble enough without havin’ its leader 
cum down wit de delicious triangles.”’ 

‘*Naw,’’ swore Tim, 


rm dumbed olad ter hyar ut. This a havin’ 0’ yar’ 


likker a settin’ on yer stummick wrong ain’t wot it’s 
cracked ‘up to be.’ 

‘No, my lkker sits in me all right. 
had a drink to- day.”’ 


In Pack. I ain't 


‘*Hev one wit me—its bully good stuff. It killed me - 


fadder. He was a good jedge 0’ whiskey.” 
With trembling hands Tim poured out a ines of 


the whiskey in a tiny eup that made the top of the flask 


when it was not in use. 
Wild Frank watched him furtively but narrowly all 


during the operation of taking a drink. 
‘‘That’s pritty good stuff, ? eried Frank as Tim 
‘Now thet 


shoved down a good stiff courage-reviver. 
you ‘ve got yar booze inter yar tell me all. erbout. it, 
— Tim.’ | 

AT] about what??? 


“All about what’s eatin’ year.’’ 
‘Oh, there’s nothing to tell.’’ 
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‘‘Gems’’ Wild Frank’s eyes at 


He couldn?t escape going by you—say, fae 


him now the first chance I get, 


ae hay shine a 


’ 


“Now, dent. ye ein me oe. ot ve. Seine: wel 1 

every sense ye was a tenderfoot down. Smoky Hill wa; 

Ye eain'’t put nuttin’ over on me by a. Pee this wa; 
GDN pes ae be Nea 


Accordingly Tim; rather ad to pets some oneay opin. | 
ion of the events that oppressed him SO much, Pee | 
‘Into, his strange story. 


‘You remember when we all nou Annee: in our chase 
for that Mounted policeman, Basil Tyler} Pn 
‘““Shore.’?- 


“Then you reniember that B asked you 5 noise up 7 


the trail and see if you could s see ‘the fellow?” 
ick ass: 2? 


‘While you were gone a. Any little chap, face like a | 


sii } 
eat 


wax-doll, came up here and tackled me. 2 eho 


COW ato”? (ey vel 
“Sure as you’re a foot high, The Ahan. wore. an : bla 
fashioned uniform such as soldiers used My wear more 
than a hundred years ago.’ SIUM ‘ f 
‘6 G’ way. ?? 


‘Sure as you’re born! ‘Aids he Weads me in Sa. guinea | 


that bore the date of King George the Third’s: Terme 
An’ the coin was hot when he handed it to me.’?. > 
By this time Wild Frank’s face was ‘crimson from. 
excitement. : 
f*@?way,’’ he cried. 
ye seen. sich a feller ?’’ see a CEM 
coh do. IS Lion bid iY, TS hucvtet ny 
‘‘Imperrsible. Ye moust er fallin a sleep an “gen- 
erally dreamed ut,”’ X i f Lori 


“Tt was no dream.’ Fae: 


““Then yar locoed. Nau plumb loeoed. 2 Ue eee 
No, I’m not, I’m as sane as you are.’ alata anaes 
“Man ye cayant be. 
yar right mind nuther. 
thing ez thet yar teller. 
dreamin.’’ — Ret) 
‘“No, I wasn’t. 
when te see real things and when I see booze things, 
I’ve had my troubles with the Booze. King, ete a can 


tell which is real and which is Booze.’’ 
Wild Frank knew that when Apache ie talked this | 


way he was-<all in. 


Wild Frank did not like to aunt his conclusions Dut. 


they were forced upon him irresistibly. A} 


‘*Do you mean £0 tell me: thet 


: wT ‘ 
Sen ii 


Yar crazy, Tim an ye aint in’ 
Say, ye didn’t see. no. sich 
Ye jest a was. vay 4° 


I saw that feller all cones an etek 


“*Be Gosh!’? Wild Frank cried, ‘‘thar > ainet but’ one 


explernation to wot ye’ve seen Apache ine. Bay, J tink 
ye’ve seen a chost!?” : 4 
‘*A ghost?’’? shuddered Tim. ‘*‘ Yes, you and I eee 


come to the same conclusion. That. figure was a ghostly | 


visitor to this world sent back from the grave to warn 
me that my days are numbered, and that Apache Tim? Ss) 
gang has got to.go along with its: leader. But Frank, 
don’t ye tell any of the boys.” 

‘Sure. But boy, I fear ye’s right. Thet was a hose 


ye seen. An’ the Apache Tim gang hez gotter fight fer 
its life summmin ’ harder ter beat then that thar mounted 


po-licemun.”’ tg 

A fierce expression’ drifted over Apache Tim’ Ss face, 

“*T was pretty eautious,’’ Tim cried, “‘when the boys. 
wanted to take a death-vote and do up that infernal 
copper this mornin’. I ain’t so easy to-night. Vl kill 
Come on. Call off 
the gang. This was a false alarm, but: by Heaven Tn 
get Basil GLYCO Veta enioues ‘ SNR aap 
The outlaw chief turned and led his men “back toward 
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BASIL TYLER “ASKS AN UXPLANATION. 


a 


Tite a 


uy oe your. Sein. oe anon hens) without a for a 


mal introduction, but I must plead duty as my excuse.”’ 
Basil Tyler as he spoke these words again ‘thought 
that. Edith Ross was the prettiest girl he had ever seen. 
Tyler had followed the girl to her home directly 
tien she had given him her warning. He lmnew. that he 
must do this, and it may Be said that he was. glad that 


his duty and ms) inclination in this case lay SO close. | 


together. | 1 

“Edith had aaeitained that Tyler would call upon. het 
for an explanation to her words. She desired to aid 
the young man from the danger that she knew hung. 
over his head, but she did not wish to tell him the 


sourees of her information, and so there was some 
reticence in her attitude as she faced. him at) her 


father’s door. Sk 


‘* Duty??? He al ered: Sakti ‘6 play Hse time 
so.as to think Just how much she ought to tell the young 
“Duty is such a queer thing. | wt So often makes | 


man. 
us do what we do not want to do..73); x 

‘‘In this case let me hope that duty and inclination 
go hand in hand in your mind as they do in mine.’ 

“Mhat is a gallant speech,’’ eried Edith. 
have no idea how gallant a speech it was.” 

“Tiank you for your good opinion of my placing 
words together so that they can be’ understood. But 
it was not to hear that I could or could not fill the com- 


| pliment. pill in your mind that I called. What I am 
anxious to know 1 1S as to the wae you ere, me this 
_afternoon.’? | 


See know. 29 SE ; J 

_ Well, can you pretty: my curiosity ?”” pat 

“Then. the fact that I wished to save your lite : you 
esteem mere -euriosity??’ — 

“Not at all. In fact I did not mean Ht that way .at 


all. What I meant was that I am not anxious to be 


assassinated. I also am not anxious to be impertinent. 
But I must really impress upon you the fact that IT am 


herein my official position as a member of the Royal | 
North-West Mounted Police and I must beg of you to 


shed more light on what you said to- eee 
“How can I shed more light?” 
“Why ean you not?’’ | Situ 
‘Tt seems to me that my warning was caleotentne 


enough, I Bote Oe ‘to. beware of Apache a S CHa 


band. Ce » 

“You did.’ if 

‘‘T added that they were. ARs ire to 5 ell ott 1S 
- «Possibly not exactly in those words but the implica- 
tion that such was the desire of our bandit foe, was 


what I understood.” ae 
“Tf you did, you. understood the matter exactly as 


I wished you to.” ee 
oN hank: VOU i? 


2 “You need not ‘thank 1 me. th was as much my duty 


| to warn. you that. your. life was in danger at the hands 


‘of the outlaws. who for years” have terrorized Lake 


M4 fe Gary and all along the ety, watered oy Great Fish 
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_ The two young people, eon felt ineaitivelg that ae 
- yespective: fates were hereafter to os sprangely com- 


mingled, mused for a space. _ AM ou ees A 
Then Bdith broke the silence. Ee. ape “i is: HIRST eI ae 
ane want to help you all Il can,”” she aid ey cece a 

“you will believe me on that point, will you not??? | ae 
“Twill,” warmly replied Basil, - ay NN a 
“But T am’ in a difficult position.”” Rae leye va: ahaa ae 
“Tam sorry to hear that.’’ — i arene 
‘You see the. information IT have was received | in’ a ee 

rather confidential manner.’ Ahad Spt bene hs a7 an 
“Oh, it) Was tare ea Rae aaee sues pon? 
shetty Oe therefore do fot wish to" tell me_ anything ty ee 
further?” Gi Ae Decne 
“¢QOh, not at ‘all that way I assure you. In fact Ly am fs, 
very anxious, to tell you all I can. But you see, [ must ae 
try and not compromise others.”’ 3 ae ee 


“T gan readily appreciate your position.”’ Chay 
“‘Now that you do I will say that I am paling: to ‘ou 


answer any question you may ask, only I reserve sii 3 Hy 
-yight to answer in case I feel that I ought not todo so.’ 
“That right I yield to you. absolutely. But now that Lae 
we understand each other may I question ?”’ | Pent 
““T would rather not. have you put It in such a broad ues 
ph t. okay eh A a ape sae aaa ah ie 


‘Let. me—— | 
*‘No! No! I would rather tell you all that. m foal: om 


justified - in a breath, now that I have come to ve 
He entire situation in all its lights!’ DAY 
‘““Wery well. I will let the matter rest there.’ iv 
‘Hirst let me say that the Apache Tim cee OL) eras 
outlaws are planning to kill van at the first chance es 


they may get.’’~ a 7 oe Ne 
- nas: statement adds nothing to what you have al- oH: 
ready told -me.’?. | Tats 

“<They now are in their den on the shore of Grant ‘ie 


Fish River and they meditate a descent upon, this vil- ses 
lage of Snake Basin if they are not able to lure you 


to their den.’ — a 
- ¢ Whew! That sould mean a lot of dead people be “kent 
sides met BO tome 

“How do you know this fact??? pee ee 


- Now I can not tell you. In fact I may have been ya) 
foolish | in telling you but I thought it was my aty 16 Ua 
do. $0.’ Veh 
~Tyler’s face was erave with teeunine: PiodeHe Le UE 
‘“‘T wish you would tell me how you secured your in-* 
formation, ? the young man finally said. - at 
‘Only can I go this far,’’ replied Edith. “The infor- 
mation comes from my father who is a meer Re 
man.’ 
POTS OH NO ie ee ae 
«(Mather learned the news.’ Renta Nh 
‘But why did he not print fs a . valuable plecepot yi 
news in his paper?”’? A aha 
When Edith had controlled the merriment that her 
‘eompanion’s words excited she continued : ENS 
“You do not know father,’’ she cried. ‘Father ¢ 
doesn’t allow news to go into ‘his paper.’ et ely Ah 
Dee a tae a 
“True, strange as dt may seem. Father knows a lot A 


of news ‘but he never, never lets it see ane ot of — nt 
7 a4 
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day. 
peeled news.”’ 

“But, my dear girl, bi expostulated Tyler. “In this 
case he is in a position to do a public service. The pub- 
lication of a warning will be possibly the cause of an 


| nt organized resistance in the village to the descent of 


the outlaw band.’’ 

‘‘T know. Father is very willing to ‘act for the pub- 
*lic, to protect the public his way, but not in their 
way.’ x 

That is your father is. willing to aid thie: pen 
along the lines he thinks the public ought to go.’” 

“Precisely,” 

“In this case he don’t think the : waplig ought to g0 
along any lines———’’ 

“But prohibition.’? 
. Tyler thought of the De 
morning, 


“Then the reason. you can not aneulpe the sources 


iy of the news you have given me is DECGUNG it affects your” 


-father.’’ 
“That is it. Rather 
round of newspaper sare Lf the outlaws knew that he 


had divulged this information, you know what would 
be father’s fate?’’ 


Apache Tim and his cane / would kill him. andi 


you,’ 

“That would probably be it. 2? | 

‘“‘L see your point of view. T think. you are correct in 
the position you take. 
Only it does seem to’me that the danger in which’the 
hamlet of Snake Basin is it ought not to have been 
weighed . against your father’s views, 
suppressed in his paper.’’ eee 

“Oh, Mr. Tyler, you don’t eNO father, 
rather lose all my aunt’s money on his paper than step 
back one inch from his views—and after all I think 
he has a perfect right to do with his own, what he 
wishes... It’s no one’s business if he’ don’t tell all he 
knows in his paper, and if as a result half. of this fair 
village dies, why what’s the odds?’’ 

‘No odds at all, except that some people might eriti- 
- cise an attitude that did not give them warning of 
_ impending danger—however, the only thing for me to 
do is quietly to organize a force to meet ine invading 
bandits. Do you re ally think they walt raid this 
town?”’ 

“You don’t know Apavhe Tim, very all: I see. He 
‘would raid any town on the map if he thought there 
was a chanee to get away with it. He would take 


long chances that he could get away with it,’’ replied | 


. Edith. 

“Right gal! Right !?” 6 

A gruff voice howled theSe words. - 

tyler reached for his gun. 

But he was too late. 

A gaunt figure brought a rifle butt down upon the 
infortunate head of the young man. 

It was a felon blow. 

Edith sereamed. | 

She saw dark forms pour about her from every direc- 
tion. 

Rough hands seized her. 


ny A cag was thrust into her mouth. » 
_ Her eyes were’ blindfolded. 


The last thing the frightened girl saw was the face 
“of Basil Tyler covered with blood, upturned to the ay 
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eh Pact: he suppresses sisting: that could ae 


‘snifter’’ he had that 


gathered the news in MGs: daily 


[ will ask no more questions. 


and the fact | ~ 
He world | 


-frightened townsmen. 


ao oe teens 
we 


fig LY : vit Aa oe 


eee over the bleeding, Societe form was he | 
bulky shape of the outlaw, Apache ‘Tim. hs aaa 

‘““Gorraled!?’ the bandit shouted. — Ne aren got : 
them both, boys. Now mount and ride fast Sling that 
girl up on a horse you, Wild Frank. Chuck that infer- 
nal policeman over that dad horse. Now charge!’’ 

The outlaws whirled off down the street of the hamlet 


shooting on all sides. — : tgs 


Their oaths, their shots, their fees anain ay fouce, 
frightened the trembling inhabitants of the hamlet to 
the verge of madness. | 

‘‘T got one feller there,’’ shouted: Apache Bir, as 2 
he sent a shot from his revolver at a man’s head. that | 
appeared, white and frightened at a window. a F 

Bang! Bang! Bang! * ee 

The fifty men who fous ae. fone fron the eee : 
world by the side of Apache Tim added PhO ee 


% 
vires te 
, ' ' “i 


: to those of the leader. ~~ Fp 


" Men fell here and there in ‘the hamlet, dead or griev- 
ously wounded. — 

The outlaws had soon “held. up? ae Veen ot 
‘* Snake Basin,’”? and were rushing away toward their 


forest den with the flower of the village and the brave | 
young policeman, prisoners of their reckless deed. 





CHAPTER Vie as ae ee 


‘GALB MORRIS FINDS HIMSELF. ca a ae 


~ 


The oatleae: Had gone hardly a mile from. hee scene’ 
of their ‘desperate raid when Gale Morris was on the 


trail bound to rescue the pretty young girl, Edith Ross, | 
and the young sergeant of the Mounted ee force, 


Basil. Tyler. . 
Morris had not waited to rouge” a esee among. re 
THe had figured that a party. 
of people, several hundred in number, jwho. had not 
‘sand’’ enough to resist the ‘‘shootin-up’’ of their town 
by a lot of bandits, would not be of much use to him 


in an attempt to aid two unfortunate prisoners. 9"! 


He also knew that there was not much time to waste 
in meeting up with the prisoners. * 
The fate of the girl was plain. 1 os 
She would become the wife of one ar the outlaws 
as soon as the scant ceremonies of an. cre a8 eee 
could be rushed through. | srt 
The fate of Basil Tyler was equally eeptany ak 
The outlaws would. kill him immediately, and as” 


there was a good sprinkling of Indians in the Apache | 
. Tim band, and Tim himself was a half-breed, Morris 


knew that Tyler’s death would be one that ‘would | 
come only after tortures that, made. his blood run cold 
to think of. esi 
When the first. hots fad snapped its” way er hist 
ears, as the outlaws started down the one long strag- 
gling street of the village, whooping, shooting, yell- 
ing wild oaths, and spurring and beating their horses 
into a frenzy, Morris had been on his way to his cabin, - 
a rough little building made of hewn logs built on the 
side of a steep mountain, and reached’ by a Narrow 


trail. ey 


Here it was that the ‘Blue Wang silver. mine was ; 


located. : 
ots was eontident that the ‘mine was “going to a 


se 
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eos hades te a Fa hisndtee: some day. Helios appear eatin a 
- This was when he got his ‘‘main shaft? down a thons 

sand feet where he figured the land was to be tapped. . 
‘However, the date for the arrival of the fortune | 





\ 
+” 


was not even fixed in the mind of Morris. 


He had. been more than a year. ‘lasting, picking, 
punleme! working, with another man, his “‘pardner’’ , 


and they had managed to get their shaft down fifty 
Testa sy kak 


Just when they would get the other 950 feet of the ; 
shaft ‘‘down’’ was a problem; but until they did they 


knew their fortune was buried deep. in the earth. 


However, the two men felt that time was all pee 
needed and having plenty of that and to spare in the 
mountain fastness about them, they. ee away 


hoping some day to get ‘‘to the Tead. ras 
They lived by trapping meanwhile. 
A few days each week gave them fur peltries enough 


pense they had being the purchase of blasting powder; 


and so the “Blue Wing”’ was slowly Dene devel- 


. oped ce | 
There is such a splendid eamble in the mining game. 


‘was something up in the village of an untoward nature. 
The explosion of a fire-arm as one gun-man snuffed 
out the light of another was not an unusual, thing 
to hear. 
But when the shots came in feces sequence, Mona 


imew ‘that there was something out of the as 


_ happening in the village. | | 
“Tim the Apache, is raiding Shee tone i? 


was the 


first thought. that flashed through Gale Morris’ mind. és 


He was right of course. 


The accuracy of his judgment probably eame from 
the manner of living in the world in which he held his. 


niche; to have a band of outlaws ‘‘shoot-up’’ a village 
wasn’t an extraordinary pre ee in the far North- 
_ West. 
‘It was an ordinary episode, just extraordinary to 
wake a man up. \ 


So Morris turned his horse back at the best speed ie 


| of the animal hustled back to Snake Basin. 


He found the houses looking as if they were the | 


scene of an earthquake. 
- The outlaws had shot out pretty nearly every win- 
| dae light in the town. 

There were half a dozen wounded men vainly try- 
ing to staunch the blood from various injuries, assisted 
by frightened women, who like rabbits came out of their 
_ burrows as soon as the bandits left the town. 

A man sprawled on the steps of the grocery store and 
post-office. 
He was no longer one of the leading citizens of 


| the town; he was now only the poeta of he who had 


been a leading citizen. 
Other-still forms lay further Henn the street. 


Qne of them was Ferdinand Billings, in sakes of: 


ee North-West Express office and bank which ‘had 
its headquarters at Fort Churchill on Hudson eek 
He was stone dead. : 
| ‘The outlaws in the first mish, into town had been 
| split up into two. parties. i 
One of them had shot and killed Billings ; in the office 


of the bank, had then blown open the safe with dyna- 


a mite, and had pen all of the money in it, leaving the 
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nes aay ee aa its dead eR 


turned ae idk cane ate ita 
He saw directly. that. while the: ae band! Uahoe ‘the Ng 
“safe”? the second band i 
the prisoners. 


~< 


- when your eyes are most open.’ 
As the shots came to his ears, Morris knew that there | 








es 


‘shot up’” the town and got 


“Well! Well! Well! ? al Morris to himself, “yet half 
aloud. “They’ ‘ve sure done a good job.’ ; 


in the ears of: Morris. Lia Sarg: SERA MD et 
- Morris looked pehind him. = ie hae a 
There stood Sleepy George Potter. | Sail Ore 
Sleepy George was just what his name denominated. 


sleep away his future. . 


~. That is to say he was not abaclutely, asleep. all the | ws 
_time-in the fiesh; only in his brains. © 


‘““George,’’ Morris was wont to say, “‘vou are asleep 


That tells the entire history of the amiable old man, 


who could trap with the best of them, out-shoot most — 
‘men and who was always ready. to help some other y 
fellow ; but all his work never ended i in his helo him i 
self in ‘the. slightest degree. oe 


A failure? _ | aes teeta Re nh oo 

It’s hard to judge. Reed i | 

‘Well, well, George,’ ’ eried. Morris, 
doing here??’. 


“Wall, wall, Gale Morris whot be ye doine hyar??? i 
- game the swift reply from the.old trapper. — “any 


‘*There’s been a raid. oi ey 
cee EEL 
‘‘And there’s some dead men BOUL the village.” 


‘Shore. But we both hev seen dead men afore. ee 
“Right. But there’ S worse than dead men behind 
thisiraad: 7 seen | | Went 

“How 9?’ | 


“Know. Edie? Wall, you bet T does.’ i 
‘““She’s a prisoner among the bandits.’ 
oh.” 
““A prisoner among the bandits.’ 
Sleepy George betrayed no Be surprise. 
time for a fact to percolate through his brain. 
While the amiable trapper was trying to solve the 
words of Morris, the latter went on as usual to tell 


the rest of his sad story. 


‘Then too,’’ Morris added, “there? s a likely young 


friend of mine named Basil Tyler, here for awhile on 


business of the Royal North-West Mounted Police, who | 
was made a prisoner at the same time as Edith Ross. a 

““T know the boy. He’s a neat lookin’ young lad. 
Wall, wall! So Edie Ross is a prisoner—whose band — 
was it? Was it Apache Tim’s?”’ ; 

es VERS : 

“‘T’m dead sorry fer her. Say, she ain’t the london 
cirl thet will be satisfied wit a outlaw husband. Wall! 
I wonder wot her dad’ll think now. He had no call 
ter fergitt his da’ter in his love for them Proo- hi-bi- 


tioners.’ 
‘That’ s the trouble with, some philanthropists, they 


are so busy philaning about their neighbors that they — | 
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“Say, they’s did didern’t. theys, e drawled a vole | 


vy : i 
Pe 
He was a min past sixty who had slept away his ieee | 
- past, was sleeping away his present, ano bid fair, to. oy By 
to keep them in food for a month. The only great ex: ee 
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“You know Edith Ross??? y ’ ve 


ik 
It took | 






as an. object lesson. a 
to the depredations of outlaws of the Nor ae 
on Pye ae ee outlaw Be soni Morris. | 
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can’t attend to the average teks? of their own 
 ebildren.”’ 
“T ain’t much 0’ a reader but IT reads a | ar-ticele a 


i - good manny yars ergo that hits yar pint.’ 


‘‘What was the article about? A recapitulation of | 


y any story that you have read, by you, Sleepy George, 
n _is worth a lot to listen to.’ 


“Wal—’twas this a way. tA baby was found in a 
- Lunnon’ street.’’ 
re ‘Deserted ?”” 
“Sure. , 
‘ “Well what Haein of this deserted baby 3”? 
ih eh “‘Et was taken ter a horspital an’ arter a bit er lot 
Yt 0” philanthro—oh, what dy ye call em—-philanthropic 
societies an’ chari-tee-ble societies was sint fer for 
iS ter git some plan. up ter support the baby an’ wen, it 


- gits: older ter give it book-larnin’ ernough so it cud ~ 


| git its livin’ in this yar hard woild.’’ 

a 5 ‘‘A good plan. That is why so many of those ehar- 
, “table and philanthropical institutions are incorporated 
and men who are rich give much money to them and 


rich women die and iene them more money—a grand. 


_ good plan.’’ | 
— . **Yass. I heern tell o’ them places. 
1 OD, Th’ baby was some prob-leem ter all them so- 
| ni cieties,’ 
Hs A : “owhy??? 
. ‘Some on um culdn’t do nothin’ fer the kid cause 
ath want known as ter what bee-lief its parents was in 
it i a —the Methody could do notin’ less thay’s knew the 
_kid’s dad or ma was a Methody. 
They Hebrews, an’ the Con- 
zi _ gree-gationalists, and the U-nee- varsalists, the Catho- 
} ~ lies an’ all the rest uv the church societies could get 
Fin nowhar ’cept te chaw the rag over the matter. They 
want notin’ they could do they says, till some o’ the 
doct-ree-nul pints was cleared up about the baby.’’ 
“Tt then got down to the phil—you know—people. 
‘They hed thar trubbles frum the start. They was some 
wanted the baby ter be edicuted fer a Socieel Settl’- 
~~ munt worker. Thar was otters that wanted the baby 
i; | ter grow up ter be an Uplifter 0’ mankind—wall they 
) —s-was trubble thar.’ 
i “What happened?” 
‘*Bimeby they’s all gotter settlemunts. It was all 
fixed jest how that thar baby was to be brung up, an’ 
wot it was ter do wen it gits up.’ 

‘* Well, that was nice. Child all ree then?’’ 

Me Arter it was all settled, they’s found that the baby 
had starved ter death. No one hed seen to it thet the 
baby gits milk right then an’ thar.. They was all fer- 
-gittin that the likeliest babby hez ter eat.’’ 

“Wo! Ho! Ho!’? laughed Morris, ‘‘what a fine story. 
- Say, it’s great. But what you want me to do I suppose, 


Sleepy George, is to apply some of the ideas to ey 


eg Ross, Rdith’ s f ather, eh??’’ 
‘Now ‘Tain sayin’. nuttin’. Ye does yer own fig- 

_ gerin.’ All I kin say is thet while we await fer the 

- posse ter form, while we wait fer some one ter decide 

ee erbout gitting them prissiners free, thet thar’ll be 
“nother dead baby done yer see.’ 

Rebuked, Gale ‘Morris jumped into. ing wits and on 
“his horse with the greatest possible celerity. 

_ “Sleepy George,’’ he eried, ‘‘By thunder, I guess 
“we have all ‘been sizing your cheeks up wrong here! 
nat hold a higher stack than, we thought you did. 

i George, vou are a philosopher.’’ 


-t 
‘ 


ea es ihey notte (ok 
a Pee: Weed 


Wall, ter eit 


Them ’piscopalians 


3 Madacey weet iy 
$i . , 3 


‘“Now Gale,’ ” Sleepy gberes ied ae Goes 
yar weepins an? ’ Tet_pheel-o-sphy_ git. ter. ‘Hades. — 


han Rw 5 
ter 


ain’t er going ter phee-los much this hyar trip but me 


are goin’ to do a heap lot 0? shootin’ ?fore we gits — 


back. Look: ter yar weepins boy. ‘There’ iss: time fer eh 


talkin’ an’ a ‘time fer shootin’—an’ in this: yar game 


— we are beyon’ the talkin’ amen tos Ra e 
The two men rode on in silence at. a sharp lope. Neat ie 


Sleepy George, little, strong, | active, and ast 


but a mere. mite beside the fine | bulk of Gale Morris, 


sat his horse like a monkey. 
Morris on his slinging big Sioed: towered over, the 


Indian pony bestrode by Sleepy George. 


Strange as it may seem although each hore. was 
made to do its best, the two animals were pet on a 
par in covering distances. Aigaari Reta eee Sea 

They loped around a turn in the Pal y “GH 


‘The: sharp eyes of Sleepy, George saw something anf in 


lying in the trail. ) 
It was’ darkish, yet had yellow trimmings. _ 
Sleepy George pulled hard on his horse. 


ss beats 
si Oat 

va 7 

» 


ihe pony. 


| stopped and danced up and, down in its anxiety, to. 
dart ahead again. 


Morris adopted the same course tele his bie. ented 


and the two horses spun round. and round like a couple 


Of tops. 
At last they were headed oe the something that tay 


still in the middle of the road. 


It required much urging to get dhe: trembling; fright. a 


ened horse to eppnoach the strange te eee in the 


trails Aes 
“Tt looks: ee? a man, cried Morris. Aart a MM nee 
“EL it is hee’s: dead or wounded. But. tenny. rate i 
eit yar guns reddy.”’ DCAM URL UH TORR ena LOR OS Rat 
Morris obeyed. | Urea exe ee Naa oe ae 
The two men cautiously urged their horses toward 
the. echnceiate ne 8 


7) 


IN PERIL, 


Edith ORE Aunaneal to. een Hee wie. phone ie in 
spite of her peril when Apache Tim and his outlaw 
band bore her away from Snake Basin .at top speed. 

She knew that the raid she had warned Basil Tyler 
against had been. made and that she was a prisoner 
and that Basil was also,‘ if alive, ‘a prisoner near her. 
somewhere in the mass: of running horses, that darted _ 
so swiftly away... 

Edith quietly ee her hand along her wae. at her 
back. — 

Underneath her dress eae felt the hilt of her. papnieee 

Her knife also she knew lay alongside of the gun. 

“Tf they don’t search me at least I’m heeled,’ “i the 
cirl thought. 

An Eastern woman in a time of dena? like ‘this 


would have felt for her handkerchief; 


But this Western girl felt for her: gun. 

Training, after all, goes for a good. deal. | Rs 

Edith tried to listen to what was ‘going on around — 
her, but she eould only catch fragments: of conversation, 
| She knew that she’ had been. seated astride | of a 
horse and her limbs an ae tied to the saddle. 
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| Her « arms sees Sosa getty behind Her - wee 
Then they had been tied at the. wrists, Te ca 
With a great. ‘stick | crowding open hee ohare ee 
“tied back of her neck and with her hands and. limbs" 
ie confined it would seem that she had no “possible avenue 
“ of « escape, LS 

Edith herself felt fhe biees were ee it wt 
- But she was determined to “do or die, M "and that 
was a good: deal. : 

‘Edith like most—in fabt all-n Spe aw ect enle eae 
that the best oe to. defend oneself with was. a good | 
revolver, 

~The girl eae ‘or carrying one in her peor as . 
many ‘Western girls do, as nee as far North Western, 


i DN ANe 


at. the back. of her: dress. | 

The revolver, her hand. which he a to litt 
enough to make the fact a surety, was swinging down 
the girl’s back between her shfoulders, and she knew 
that for some minutes after she had got the weapon 
in her hands: she was free. | ay 
jee can’t pump a slew of lead into. these acane: 
before they go very far with this child,’’ cried the girl | 
in her heart, ‘‘it’s because I can’t get to my ‘gun. 


As she thought this fact over she felt her ooo 


paltea’ sharply forward and from the harsh voice of — 
Apache, Tim, which was bellowing orders at his band, 
she knew that she was now in the van of the bandits. 
~ Now and then Edith heard the hoarse tones of Wild 
Bipatce 
Soon, the annie ‘speed of the horses. in the band 
slowed ‘to a lope, and then to a walk. 


“No use of killin’ our horses,’’ shouted, Apache Tim 


back to his following band. «There. isn’t any one ins 
Snake Basin with sense enough to follow us here.”’ 


_ ‘Br gan’ ernough ter do it at thet ?”’ bellowed Wild 


Frank, ‘‘Save yar cattle boys.’’ 
The outlaws did as they were bid. ? 
The moment the horses were ‘reduced to a smart 
walk Edith felt her heart almost stop beating, while a 

deathly faintness came to her quickly. | aN 


Ue eA 


The two outlaws, Apache Tim and Wild I Frank, began 


calmly talking over her fate. 
“What ye goin’ ter do with this cal hyar?” sald 
Wild Frank, | 
‘i “Ob, she’s a likely critter. I’m eoing to. cena for 
an ‘Indian clergyman to-morrow and get her married. 
to me. L ain’t had as good a wile as she im a jones 
spell.:’’ 
| ve piaan Haw! What do you do with ‘the heft, oi yer 
i “wives?’’ “ 
“Most all 0’ 
- don’t seem to have no luck with wives. 
--gicken and die soon as I marry them.’ 
~ §* Wall, ef Tr was a gal and had ter call ye hubby ed 
—wanter die,’ owt 
Poor Edith could. hear the two bandits chuckle aya 
Jaugh as if their horrible plan for her future was not 
being overheard by her. 
Ob, you fearful man,’’ the poor igiseeseed girl 
| thought. heed? put one of the bullets in my revolver 
through my own head before I marry that awful thug. 
‘But before I do DL send Apache Tim ahead of me to 
tel the eee in the other world that I am coming 
) after A en | 
i There was one nae seus Edith mes and 1 that was 
“she: wasn t. afraid to die. 


ng ae seit 
_ x 


’em ar buried up back OE the camp. I. 
They’ all 


Sr ereaond. Set MN 
ea “Watcher goin’ 


animal was a faster walker than the other horses sur- % 


& . 
ea cet ee: 


<4 Tat 
F See : 


‘There was _ another thing, that ; Apache ’ im did 
‘take into account. | ats 
- Edith Ross knew how ie hase her pevolvest er 
~The outlaws were, acne Conners their 




















































“ter do wit ‘that air ‘Mounted 3 
-licemun??? - ie wee Wes 
A horrid. oath ipraced Whe ie r atmosphere. me 
oan burst. from the lips of Apache Tim, | Fis 
al igor ergoin’” _ter’’—and ag 
Towel’ each other fast and fierce as the pena 
/ what he was going to do with Basil Tyler, | Dea aM 
Basil, although Edith did not know it, “was. yr 
arousing ‘himself oe the senseless state that the Boy 


orally | tes 
Ifhe bad Bok danpenes to Hanes oi Bek on ee aa 
‘felt hat at the moment the butt of Wild Frank, the 
outlaw’s rifle came down on his head, the Mounted 
-Policeman’s. skull would have been shivered by the — 
terrible blow dealt him. | 
“He was saved by the pehceron of the hat, nd ie 
“though. an ugly jagged wound was cut across | his 
head, which bled freely, and would leave a scar for 
life, Basil was far from being a dead man. fcc O ee lama 
‘His out-door life, which every one who wishes +6 SM 
Sa ohorpnek creat deeds of adventure must follow, had sy 
done much Fan his strength. i ue ae) 
He could stand a blow owing to his free wild life of ie 
_unfettered silence that would have ‘killed an Or nae YY, ’ 
man. 
Basil, although he rocked. in. ‘the saddle, managed to 1 
hae on to his horse. Rue 
The bandits had neglected him in the matter of con- ne 
fining him except, that they had tied his feet to his di s 
saddle and his hands to his sides. ne ihe ie 
He was not gagged. | nites 
‘When he had been hoisted on he horse Wild Frank 
had howled out that ‘‘thar warn’t no use er gaggin’ Het 
thet feller, fer my rifle gagg’d him so he wont talk fer’ a oa 
month, Rana Bf 
The outlaws even in the stress of their hold-up Geo - 
Snake Basin had howled at the rough joke, for most — 
“every one had seen the terrible blow with which ‘Wild 
‘Frank had struck Basil Tyler to the ground. 4 
‘“Man,’’ cried one of the bandits, “‘ye hit thet. chap a ri 
blow that left a dent on his cocoanut for the rest 0 7 
his natteral life.’ ie ri 
The fact that Basil was not gagged was one one eae 
was thankful for. | 
He couldtalk, Hed 
He also felt that now datvarene’ was coming, ‘that | 
there was some pone of a rescue; or possibly an es. 
cape. si 
He managed to srabereeenbly: urge his horse a trifle 
ahead ‘of the ruck of animals around him, | en 


- This was not hard to do as all the bandits were now 

walking their cattle, every horse being now pretty well! iG 
blown by the rapidity. of the race into Snake Basin - 
and the race out of the hamlet, at ihe bit sued each 
animal could put forward. | Si 
- Tt was evident that when Basil’s hove! began ier 4 
forge ahead that the outlaws simply thought that his a 
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Pounding | the young: Mounted Policeman. TS Mcce yc: ad 


ui, most, 
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bb this sewers got Basil Hengside of a figure ee 


te thought was that of Apache ‘Tim. 
i Pe ih ii Just what Basil thought he could do alongside of the 
Hye RUT chief he did not know. 


But he felt impelled by some higher power to ‘ite 
negotiate the distance. 

nee stooped down, pretending great onmiede and 
vi tried to thus peer up at the figure he saw riding ahead. 
It was hard for him to do this as the blood from the 
Wie | sealp where he had been struck now ran down over his 
/ eyes, and almost blinded him. 


pth ~The blood began flowing again -with each move-- 
‘ala ment but Basil was game, and managed after several 
Ws efforts to see who it was riding beside hi 

Ri eRAS the knowledge entered his brain he fe managed 
igliy to escape a cry of joy. | 


Basil Tyler knew that it was not the bandit chief 


MeN Apache Tim, who was riding there ahead of him, but 
i was Edith ‘Ross, the one person in all the world whom 


he was anxious to hear from or see. : 
Next the question of communication became upper- 


By swaying about in his saddle as if from weakness, ; 
Basil managed to see that the outlaws were in force. 
behind him, and that ahead first rode Apache Tim, who 
was talking with Wild: Frank. 

A. lariat was twined in the halter of the horse Edith 


rode and the other end was tied to pane Tim’s — 


saddle. | 
This so plainly showed that the girl was prisoner to 


the bandit chief alone, and not to the gang, that Basil — 


felt the red-blood course through his veins and he felt. 
strong enough to over-turn the world. . 

“Never!?? he whispered to himself. ‘Not Gila I 
have an ounce of blood in my veins shall Edith Ross 
grace the tent of that unspeakable outlaw, Apache Tim, 
as his bride.’ 

Just then He entire outlaw cavaleade entered the 
forest which for some miles now had been trying to 
eat up the trail along which the party passed. | 

The darkness now was almost as intense as midnight. 

‘“Now is my chance,’’ muttered Basil. . 

He warily urged his horse forward. 

It edged ahead. 

At length it was directly alongside of Edith Ross. 

‘“Gourage,’’? whispered Basil, in as low a tone as he 
conjectured would carry to the ears of Edith and yet~ 
be unheard by the outlaws. 
~The second he had spoken Basil let his horse drift 
baek again to the ruek of beasts behind him. 

He- was satisfied. 

He had noticed the violent start that Edith had given 


_ when she heard his whispered word. 


Indeed, Edith, whose heart 'was as water within her 


Hy - bosom, when the word was spoken by Basil, had needed 
ie to hear it. She had almost given up hope but now, 
| there came a glow of renewed energy. 


‘‘Thank God!’ the girl thought. “Basil Tyler is 


| alive. He knows my terrible plight. Hee he may 
on, hit upon a plan to-saye his h life and mine.’ 


ee ee 


“But when Edith thought f of the bandits surround- 


i i ing her, which she knew must be the bulk of Apache 
_ Tim’s foree, and from the tramping of many horses 
sah showed was a large one, the ‘girl’s heart died. within 
Hh her.) 4 


« Ah,’’ she thought. ‘‘There is no hope. I must 
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ite fred Apache Tim | or Z must 
self-murder.’? > 
«Tears started to ‘the aes S eyes. 


2 


~ 4 
eee 


It was a dreadful fate to think ‘upon; ad for life to 


the worst bandit. in Keewatin territory if she lived ; Be 
grave if she wished to escape her dreadful fate: ie 
“And judging the words of the outlaws, if I: accept 
my fate and marry Apache Tim, I’m bound to join the | 
dead and silent colony where the ‘heft 0” > Apache Tim’s S 
wives’ are buried. He As. worse than blood-thinsty 
Blue Beard!” __ ASS 


up could not help a smile from rippling over her face, 
although its beautiful lines were somewhat ruined by 
the fact that the girl’s ee ‘was: distorted by, the gag 
within her mouth. 
Basil Tyler for his part.’ was duals srerioned| 

_ “Tf I ean’t get that, girl away from the cntohew: oe 
these bandits,’’ he thought, ‘‘I can at least die with — 
her here—not a bit of harm shall. come. ‘to a hair oe 


i her head while I am here.’ 


As for the bandits, the men were smiling and happy. 
The leaders were ‘equally SO we ore Late 
“Say boys, this year th’ boss clean- “up. this Pea gang 
hed in yars,’’ cried Walla Walla Cy Mitchell. ‘‘Say, of 
thar’ a cent thar’s fifty thousan’ dollars in neo Cet ee 
that thar safe.’’ 
‘An’ thar was as’ much more in es pills en’ coins,’ 
tion in the gentle art of gambling. aay 
“‘Ter say nuttin’ o’ dimuns. Say, how arye. suppOrse 
: cae came out hyar in ‘thet thar sete t returned 
Walla Walla Cy. ota tes 
> Some one hocked ’em. - Thar’ s a lot 0? > eh East- 
-erners outen hyar thet hez ter hoek their dimuns ter 
git home agin’, This yar minin’ game is “mostly. a 
game wot ef ye hits it ye hits it hard; en if ye don’t 
ye hez gotter hock yer stuff et the nearest pawn- -shop.’’ 
A roar of applause came from the other outlaws. - 
They all knew what a pawn- -shop was. 


i 


It’s funny but even on the frontiers the pawn: shop 


gets there ahead of the saloon—and it has ‘to go some, 
to beat out the saloon at that. ie 
Between the two, however, there isn’t much more> 
chance for a man 10 the. frontier towns than there is 
in the big cities of the country! 
Anyway you- took at it the ready-reckoner gets your 


wad. 
These thoughts rushed through Basil’ S head as he 


heard the outlaws talking about him. — 
‘‘Wall,’’? eried Walla Walla Cy, ‘‘et’s goin’ ‘ter. her 
a welcum thing this yar hole-up. We ain’t had no" 


turkey this summer.’ 7 
‘‘We hez héd a pood. manny feathers, ’? cried. Poker _ 


Tom Hudson. ‘‘Feathers sorter git in me teeth, yee 
knaw. I ain’t so partial ter feathers a 

‘“*Cept ye has ’em in ia feather-bed,’’ raniicd Walla — 23 
Walla. ‘‘Ef thar’s anythin’ nicer fer. a weary outlaw — 
ter rest hisself on then a iy feather peg I don’t 


know watter it.’ — < 
“Var right. Td like ter say ‘Now I lay. me down 
ter sleep’ right now,”’ jeered Walla ee 8 vis-a-vis, 
a big outlaw known as Long J ack: of Texasy. iste 
‘Bt ain’t fur now. But ye will hev ee ‘fix up yar 
hoss ‘fore ye goes ter yar feather-bed this Heh eng” 
Walla Walla oe as he spoke, Pax ey 
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escape 2 him by br 
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Edith who. had the saving eit of humor in her make. : 


added Poker Tom Hudson, another pee of pute 


A 





a caer 7s ae ONS a 
ia ie 8 tes en x eee AF - 9] * , Fay META) 
ae Sera) ee a ; od o yh iy: ‘ Het eect eee 
on (Pads: es i i Nahe Vz 
ro ‘ aia nee ifxalwy ek Me Sf oe , z : phe 
y nee Pe " } erate is 7, mM " Ne - Pe a rs 7 Ne 7 a, ie? i an aay 
ee wie e +f LO pars seeior. 
cL Leaf hbay.¢ > sy ial fo pon y w we , 4 ASU 
\ nee rm aT ony, Se eae, +> et vy 
; Bt ripe om Rpuear et vane aera rate ae : ay! 
oe 4 . - hh) ¥ , : es | ‘ph : : iy 7 a A $ "et Wen : 4 re £ 
: ‘ rt, s ~ any wr .- a . ly. ss “4 7 ) 
eye oe : vA Spas AL Hee ety i Weak ee ye rf ie SG er SE et a eit vee Gove ioe oree 
a“ es jes Foahs pr OTe # ae BES thy ; fe * ar. BRR Sd bg lab Bay St URN ey ee 
aS asin sR as oe 1 : ve om igh Phat erty eh ils ys iO ey One ' RABY Ste Aiitay 
Sabtese ' 2¥K mitt wy arias TAS irae MONE GA SNe > Aa Mstth cog a Te rit NP. [roy Gals , if 
i Seeieeee ee anean “THE AMERICAN INDIAN: WEEKLY. Ce an in REI 
: ae! 1 Fo fae Set ee te isa) por vaaen tae a ATL A oe Bt eR Tt peat Pik ie yaa 
“is ~~ He. ‘ By Vio\e v pe oat SP RTT mae? afe 
> ¥% — Py Se oh Titi is San Vie Ags “i+ 


The bandits, Basil eould see, were now nearly t to their 
camp. Ree Cae Aina site 
Beet eat it was. mere in NN: ‘depths of the 
forest, far from any human habitation in a trackless 
wilderness of which he knew nothing, and with wild | 
beasts on all ‘sides. ready to attack him even if he, es 
caped, alone, or with Edith, Basil well knew. 

He also. knew that he would not aera eE: to escape 
without Edith. ay 

Basil. eroaned, 

oA figure leaned vee tb him es Lie enn re new | 


“ 


it was not Edith-and Basil drew back. to Ys Taine EPS | 


an assassin blow. = = © ne } 
But none came. af Behar tee atin ae CEN 
Instead. Basil eaaen | heard his own _ word flung back 
at him. i % , 


‘‘Gourage!?? the voice 2 said. Reena cme 

Basil roused himself, RON ap FE NS bee aRRSe cad 

‘‘Who spoke then? Who dares eae of courage in 
this horrible den of outlaws?’’ Basil whispered. Rca 

Not a sound came back to his strained ears. All was 
silence, except that to Basil’s tortured senses there 
seemed to be the word ‘‘courage’’ coming to him again > 
upon the night wind that beat. HbR his fevered ‘brow. 
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At . zt "CHAPTER IX. 
t of BY a a i ey Le 
US! : a ‘DEATH TO. THE MOUNTED poLiopMaN eg 
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~ 

No face ever bored a more quanaiees expression Han) 
that of the outlaw. leader, Apache Tim, the next eve- 
ning when he had called - the entire bandit force to- 
gether, for the purpose of deciding what course to. 
take in the case of the Mounted Policeman. - 
| “Boys, ”” shrieked the guerilla chief, ‘‘I stopped ye 
all yesterday. J didn’t want ye to nll ania Basil Tyler, 
the young Royal North-West Mounted ‘Policeman. I 
thought it poor policy. But since then things have 
changed. We have shot- -up Snake Basin.’ 

‘Beecher life, en we shot her up good, a yelled Wild 
Frank. 

‘*Eturrah 17?» cried the bandits. We sure did.’’ 

‘‘Hn we got a darned fine lot 0’ plun-der,” ef shrieked 


Walla Walla Cy. 
Tom Hudson. ‘‘We’ll stan’ by ye ter the limit.”’ 
The guerilla chief looked grim and sober. — 


man here.’’ he croaked. ‘““We have pulled oF some- . 





“How??? eried the band almost in unison. 


““We have done a lot of shootin’ and cuttin’ and rob- 
bin’ and general outlaw holdin’s up, since we have been 


together boys, ”’ added Apache Tim, ‘but we ain’t been 


really hard up agin’ the law before.’ 
WENN Ot 8 this matter witchaw ?”’ sneered. Walla Walla 
Cy at this point. — 
| “Nothing,’” returned the outlaw Ghisk Am just 
pointing out that we are in a position of extreme dan- 
POR aria 
. “How de - ye make thet out??? ‘growled Wild Rage 









. ‘ Snot he the town, an” | killed several” people more or 


te ‘there’ 's going to be a hot hunt for LER hog 


_- When a man led the Apache Tim gang he led it by 


2 _-than any other member of it. 


_ other man to his gun,’’ the main key-note for existence ny 


‘Hurrah!’ again howled the bandits. on 
‘“Vou’re the goods, Apache Tim,’? shouted Poker - 


. “Yon bet, you’ll have to stand by me, and by every | 


thing that will make trouble for us all’? ot 


<The fact that we have held up Snake. Basin and 


ret 
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Hey ‘and eae dca: ene ead aonbed! ia: Diabet Rite 


in the country hereabouts of a large amount of gold 
dust, diamonds bank bills” and ‘general treasure means 


‘Several of the bandits looked graven iv, Hae 
This. shootin’ Up of that village lifts us ina second. | 
from a common crime, for we know it’s a crimé we have — sag 
committed, but it puts us in a class that up to this e Re 
time has been held by such men as Jesse James, Frank — aah * 
_ James, his brother, or Cole Younger. These men were ae 
bandits of fame. ‘Boys, that hold-up has made’ Apache es 
-Tim and. his: gang famous, forever . in | the great North: 
- West. : og ne kee or aren Es La Se Gee 
“Hurrah!” howled the putas: PE ALAS oa Nan a BD nit 
“Wot is ’e a givin’ us this yar stump- speech fer’ 
yelled Poker Tom to his gang. rs 
‘The right of free. speech was uneuestioned in ‘thi 
camp of thugs. " 
The position of chief was Hela only by popular ote 
force of his bloody deeds ; but he only held it at pleasure. er a 
of his assotiates, and vas liable, to be deposed at. any | 
time by vote. | ieee 
He also had no more btihereet in the loot of the band ae a 


a ea! y 

It was share and share alike, and while panne. Rian Fae 
had the power to maintain his personal authority in. 
_ the band by the prowess of his gun, he had-“‘to beat the a 


in the North-West at-any point. GRAY 

The outlaws, therefore, required OF their leader a a i 
strict stewardship of his. acts. aaa Nn 

They reserved the right to raibicie® all that Apehe’: 
Tim: did, while at the same time obeying him, knowing 
that one man alone must give orders in any community ; seine | 
too many men giving orders ends in anarchy. 4 : 

“No it’s not a stump-speech,’’ answered Apache Tim, 
to the remark of Poker Tom euadaon: ele Sie warning. | 

—that’s all.’’. 

‘CA warnin ??? evied Long Sh ack oO ’ Texas. 
Put us wise.’’ — 

Wild Frank vaithered to Apache Tim that he Tina § 
better give it to the gang, strong,, which Tim proceeded: 5 5 
_ to do... 3 ye 1 ae 
Cs COU chaps mean well,”’ amulet Tim eenenied 

‘but now it’s time to find a: chance to, ae your stage 
eoach.”? “4 

“What,” roared the bandits, SERA aS ate 

“Just that, ’* replied Apache Tim. ° : 
Even Wild Frank: was astonished. 

"Yep. It’s time’to quit,’’ continued Apache ‘Tim. 
We are at the end of our rope. The clean up in the 
Snake Basin Hold-Up is con-siderable.’ 

“Wot, does it tot up ter?’ surlily said Walla Walla 
Cy. | 
‘‘About ten thousand ‘dollars for each man in this 
band, share and share alike as we always have done.’ 

“That? S good money.” — 

eC LLG aly s our last money.’ | | ci VSN 

“Don’t see how yez Tene thet out, ks > put i in Tong ae 
Jack o’ Texas. ha 

“T make it out all right. I alee it out because there’ gs * a 
not going: to. be any more raids made by Apache Tim’ Ss OR 
gang.”? ba ae 

“Come off.’’ 

“Yar locoed. a8 


“Yar tryin’ t to > thrun us s deown.’ 


a1 ain't on. 
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. ae) 2 . wh Ps say < 2 a as ws ¢ 

oy os . i‘ 


MWon\t7} tah, te See ie pre! a if *, % Wi 
Sei i: in es met 


: ? ‘ 
Tid Ste ere 
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; ae ye paad hurled at Apache Tim. 
ms But through it all he ‘was unmoved. 

“Don’t you fellers git wrathy,’? Apache Tim cried. 
Dm just givin’ ye cold facts. I’m not throwing ye 
Bish down, I’m not deserting you in the slightest degree. 


the dealin’ box. Bank’s’ broke.” 
' Faro, there was little doubt that all understood. 
Bey 

' when the ‘‘bank’’ or the dealer, who is always the 
Ps banker, in a game of faro, has lost all his cas 

Rea ot the dealing box?’ from which he deals the cards for - 
. the gamblers to bet on, bottom side up; this shows ‘the 
bank is ‘‘broke.”’ 

» “Yo yar think a bank- roll o’ ten thou? per man, ds 
TG “bank- broke’ talk?’’ eried Wild Frank. 

Bel). Satgtin’ my hoy, it’s not. 
haye been up agin’ the big game at last. 








; ery for our blood. There 
/ Policeman in the great North- 
' to Snake Basin to get even with us. They’ll hunt, harry 








killed—I for one won’t. 








hunting grounds.’’ | 
‘“‘You leave band? You tr-r- aitor, “8 cried Teeke, the 


were. Indian, 


: 








spoke. os ey c wy 
Tim’s arm went up. ane Haare 
His fist shot out. | [ei ad 
Crunch ! ih 





MW hibsa wet 








Teeke in the mouth. 
The Indian turned a complete somereudlt 
His head struck the ern some seconds ahead of his 
xt heels. PoC Mila 
/ A fairer ‘‘knock-out’’ never was isodped:: Fe aaa 
A gasp ran round the outlaw circle. | 
The reddish-brown spots were about to jump out of 
the outlaw’s chief’s eyes. 
His anger was near the boiling point. | 


be 














a roar of applause. 

“Holy Cats!’? eried Poker Tom Hudson. 
that a beaut’ knock-out?’’ | 

_ Never seen nuttin’ done better,’’ Bi sae Walla 
f Walla Cy. ‘‘Thet Injun sartin was hit right ace he 

lives,’’ 

Teeke meanwhile had come to pital 
_ At first his hand was seeking his revolver. 

But when he heard the compliments that were sows 
ered upon Apache Tim for hitting him, the Indian 
: i 8 wriggled away in true Indian style. He wasn’t look- 
be Le ing for any more trouble than he was in. © 
| A He spat teeth and blood all the way. 

)  *  But.he made no complaint. 
ie i - Indian like he Wevoned in his desire for Tne on 
igus “Apache Tim. 
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But I’m tellin’ ye that what I’ve handed ye is. 


ess Benue, 
‘Tt’s all over so far as you are concerned, 2 


* good goods. 
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Eph eae were a few of the rare remarks the outlaw 


- North-West Mounted Police—yes.”” Hh 
There’s no use talking. this game’s busted. Turn Hb 


As every man had toyed in the palace of Old King | 
' For the uninitiated it might be as well to say that 


he turns . 


But it means that. we. 

| Every man, 

“woman and child we have held up at Snake Basin will a 

a a blessed Mounted | 
est thet wont be rushed — 


| and kill us off if we stay here to be hunted, harried and 
{ This gang so fer as Apache — 
Tim is concerned is without a leader after to-night. T. 
game from the old Smoky Hill route, boys, an’ I’m go-— 
ing ter pull my stage- coach right back to them happy | 
yi ‘me this past six months. 


Teeke stood about two feet from Apache Tim as he 


That was the sound the blow made when it struck | 
my roll, and jump the game. 


hy i | But he calmed a great deal when the gang burst Pate 


£0, pop—say L wisht I was with ye. 
o’ being a gun-man. It looks good to the outsider but 
you read it from me it ain't a game wots in it wit te 


Well, boys,’ added Tim, “thank? Ss for your ap- i fireside companion one.’ WMooniays 


y storys eva ceed 


eye coe me 
Oi DP Viihy ae 

sees cpien <a! 

ey ke 

t 3 a, 


oF ay 
Az ae as mies Sit ahh, 
re a "4 f . :) . We 
it sa ease Sof aaah Ponale devi ake the hindmost Ma2? 
~“*Ye mean : nib? cried Wild Pe Se Be 
“Spree? 24 ae Guia oi leah ve Oy 
Me PO Ts ad r Ree i. 


aoe Hie gang’ ig: ‘gotter dis band ie a Da eas pase 
“Or all who. remain here will be killed by dl the Royal 


A murmur of fear i around the sire of deadly 


3 facet | es c Aakash 
Wild Pasi Benwowed ie apaehe Tim, a 
Tim walked apart with Wild Frank. ie a ice hs 

_ “Ts this on de level?’’ whispered ag A Aare pad 

_ Sure as. you ate yer ees and had ; yar ‘mawn- 
‘ins’ mawnin’ drink. ROE HORE Stehtap be tat rete he na ha RT 
_' * What about the gal??? : y Fc Ge EROS Aan ra ees 
‘Oh, she belongs to me.’ ny % tee ‘ ups a 


| ‘What. about the cashier nye pu Ce aon | 
‘We will divide all the loot of the gang g to-night ie De 
What about the chap Basil tole es fae Sar ae 
ue darned Mounted | ‘policemant”) ee ane 
epiids ties: Aaa ea ue Mane Name 
comhet’s up to the bana’ Pak an Sareea try iene ih 
“How der you make that out??? | | 
_ “T ain’t goin’ to take no hand in 1 that game. 
ever the boys wan donee de dows suns 
What's the matter witchew? ‘Got fever an’ * agert” 
- & Not much.’ | Hibwinr aes 
“Then why this show € er Shite feather??? aie 
Kee ain't showing nothin? to-night. “There? Ss ain't a 
color in my gol’-pan. Not a riffle has panned out for 
I’ve got. my share of the ban- 
dit’s loot locked up in under me vest. I ain’t takin’? no 


| What 


chances more with the law. This, gal I’ ve got is a good 
looker. 
_ married to her this afternoon. We ous this territory 
by the light of the moon.’’ 


She will make me a pretty. good. wife. I git 


“Haw! Haw! Going away on a lonesome -wedain’ 
journey ?”’ ; 
‘You bet. This is where I incl in. my chips take 
‘T’ve got cold feet: No 
more outlaw game for mine. T’ve got enough to go. and 
set up asaloon, This gal’s good enough lookin’ for. me. 
Too blamed good lookin’ for a wife to any man, Hx- 


pect Ill have to put up: a lot o’ gunplay to keep Her 


from gettin’ stole, but I’m pretty handy. with my 
‘weepins. 


I guess T can ad tOr, ee ae Ss woth: a 
good fight any way.” Fae Be? 
- Wild Frank stared. Sta ee drnc t 
: hae be darned ef that gal’s beleht eyes aie paced 
Ye is a goin’ ter get married to her, and turn 


. ge 


| saeweniple an’ run a saloon. Gol ding ut, Tim, ye ain’t 


19h 


no gun-man any more,. 
_ Apache Tim laughed. 


Yar a. love-sick sucker. 
‘It’s funny but the bright eyes 0? a gal, abel aie a 


‘man fergit some times that his life is a hanging on the 


trigger of his revolver—but I’m out 0’ the game. Tm 
turned into a decent married man. I drops the old. 
erowd to-night.”? | Se 
Wild Frank eased ik system of 3 a few’ dozen ex: 
tremely choice oaths. eR 
‘¢Well—go yar way. ‘Ther ain't no use talicn’ dey a 
feller when he’s plumb stuck on a likely skirt. Let her 
I’m gittin’ sick 


Wild. Frank ea over his single Dlessedness quite 
a time. aN st Se ev deat dota: Ona Re OR PARRA SS SiS AI 
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ue lag Aen sadeas eat ‘tie é. hie Sees BES 


! unpueht he had been SO liberally bestrewing a atmos- 


phere until it smelled of brimstone. - ea Act 
‘‘Wot about this Basil Tyler?” 
: ‘Tohellwithhim |?” snarled. ‘Apache Ta 
§ Wot are ye goin’ ter. do wit him??? « SU a 
ccna) put it tova vote. ‘The boys ought to be. ies 
to vote on it now. . They were all dead anxious #0, cast 
the death-vote this. morning. rie 
«Well, then, cum on an’ we'll try out tha? petper uy 
the gang.’ Bae 
But when Apache ‘Tim ariel Wild Frank repented. 
the death-vote there was an BBSePr Cry, shitting of 
positions. . | 
ok guess I ain er ihgiaee fer trouble, at cried doe. 
Jack o’ Texas. ‘‘I ain’t goin’ ter git any of them 
Mounted Perleece down on me fer a doin” ype one 0 ‘their 
poddners.’’ 
‘‘Ner me,’’ 
not. fer mine.’ 
Apache Tim sneered. 
‘Vou are a lot of ‘chipmunks, 3 he howled, the leaping 
hazel spots coming once more in his eyes. mae 
“Well, it’s alright. fer ‘you ter call us names,”’ ‘cried 
Wild Frank, ‘yar goin’ on yar weddin’ trip ter night | 
an’ are going ter skip this gang then and thar? Why - 
don’ ye let some 0’ the boys come. ter some 0’ yar 
weddins? Ye ain a no frien’ ter. 
skipper, that’s wot.”? ! IE Rese ta 
The gang applauded. | iH ats 
This angered Apache Tim to a anita: eae Fe 
aS eyes now snapped dangerously. + Ase 
_ “Get mea pack o’ eards,’’ he yelled. | 
A pack of playing cards were quickly aaea him: 
It was not thought gentlemanly in the North-West 
not to have a pack of playing cards always handy. . 
Playing cards were part of every gentleman’ s kit. 
> “Now!’’ eried the guerilla leader, ‘‘it’s a game. Wild 
Frank: and I will deal cards. The man who first gets 
the ace of clubs is to kill the Mounted Poheeman. The 
‘other man gets the gal. See??? 
~The bandits gasped and shivered. Mae 
_ **Gee, thet’s a game wuth playin’ fer,’’ cried Walla 
Walla Gy. ‘“Any way, feller outlaws, either we are a 
goin’ ter dance ter night at the weddin’ er Apache Tim 
er at the weddin’ er Wild Frank. They be the corpse 0’ 
that ’tarnal Mounted Perlicemun any way ter liven up 
the festivi-tees.’’ | 
‘‘Deal the cyards,’’ ‘yelled Long ‘Jack 0’ Texas. 
- Apache Tim began. 
' The dealing was a simple one, 
First a card was dealt face up to Wild eae 
It was the Jack of Diamonds. 
Then a card was dealt face up to Agathe Oe 
-. It was the King of Hearts. k 
> Then a card was flung at Wild I Hran. 
Another card was dealt to Apache Tim. 
Backward. and forward the game went. 
Were there no aces in the pack. 
: _« Wow!?? howled Walla Walla Cy; than’ s an ace.’ 
He was right. | 
But it was not the fatal ace ; ; the ace of sabe: 
It was the ace of diamonds. 
The deals went on wath patna now! 
| Ah! | YF SP 
‘f ‘There came an. ace! ori 


cried Poker Tom, “Not t any, on my v plate, 


ring of ruffians when Apache Tim: pounced upon it. | 3 
_ ‘Wild Frank has, the fatal ace of clubs,’’ yelled ‘the as 


5A thes : + a ty a ® i : fe) 
; . tt . Bip te)'s a + tie 4 . 
' tia Fae "e bh od De on lata Ay Fibs WF 7 eat ‘ 1 7 +e: ery 
Bas come nee “CHAPTER a bt hae a 
7 S P % ‘'y : » oe . | 
Te ee oe : ‘ > g vous ee 
Pas kya ones : : ’ 


was married she was single. 


us-yar Jest a naae lye | 


“i equally well. 


Bunt I’m safe for awhile.’ | | | N 


we have to do it? , SEC AN ae SPOR 


oe FP Oe 
Pia 





- ae 7 fh ¥ ne 
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Ot had eave found ‘ie eel tages te ene ie watehiae, ee 
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- guerrilla leader, ‘‘He must iil the Mounted tose: 4 a 
“Lotllnmarry that gel 
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we : a a FRIBND IN NEED, 







a disconsolate expression. ie sn oe % 
* The word Cate) is used sdvisely. BA a 







‘North: West. or Hie core. | 
They knew how the vagaries of fortose ippedione 

“first here; then there, and they did not despair. — a 
Basil was determined not to give in his hope of | a ie 

“reseue for Edith and himself while lifelasted. o 
Edith consoled herself with the nent ena until I she ‘ 

























































‘“‘Well?’’ asked Edith. | re a 
She was shackled to a Roles in the center ae a tent, but e 
whe was no longer gagged and blindfolded. acaciaay 
Apache Tim knew that he was going to break fas ie 
camp that night and therefore he cared little as to what 
either Basil or Edith saw. at 
As for Edith’s screams had she been uapaad to use eae 
“her. voice, she knew that it would be an idle waste of a 
breath. She was far zrom the point where screams _ 
would help her, ll 
Basil also was Peres to a pole at one end of the wea 
tent. — \ 
There had been so far no all treatment of either of the an 
unfortunate pair. “ 
In fact, Basil’s wound had been dressed in a clumsy ae 
fashion by the renegade who acted as surgeon for the tae 
bandits, himself one of the gang. ne 
Edith had been given plenty of food. Basil had shared ae 


wns 4 
But not the slightest hint had been dropped : as ‘ia 
what was to be their ultimate fate, save what the couple ite 
had gathered while on the way to the outlaw’s camp. a 
‘“ Well, Edith,’’ cried Basil at last, ‘‘I hear that we are — ae | 
‘up against it for fair.’ ae 
“Doesn't it look that way !”" replied the Sa girl. | 





ree 


‘Why do you say that?’’ 
We Lbs will tell you. You know that no one has.” 
tried to see if I have a weapon concealed about. me. a 
~**No one has searched YOUN i ase AS Sd 
<‘No. 2 ‘ fh (aso 
‘*Have you a weapon ?”” : | re 
‘Sd chavers i | | a 
A gleam of relief came to Basil’s facet: bee 
‘‘We aren’t lost yet,’’ he said grimly, with a firm aa eet 
‘to his jaws. (aia | 
“What ean we do??? sighed the girl, | “We are only ve 
GWOn int i ‘ 
os well, sicker kids than we have lived, win Brace “a 
up. This life is a game of one darned thing after * 


another you know. We won’t cash in our checks until Nd { 


he. ee " 





amigrt Never say die. Nail the colors to the mast! Fight 
ce while a plank of the ship is afloat, Paul Jones!” : 
. Tyler laughed. | : 
A BM “That’s fhe tall, Edith. I’m not going to give in 
to these bandits until [——”’ 
| ae ‘‘Am captured, tied to a pole in a tent and slangh- 
i tered, ’? rejoined Edith. 
- yler turned red. 
i **Wasn’t I the easiest thing to get, captured the way 
the) did?’ 
Gah OSE alt admit that it was the easiest capture ye have 
ever seen.’ 
». **But you were to blame, Edith?” 
Ae ge 
_ *Precisely.’’ 


“T to blame, man, you are mad. ae Ay Ree 


_**No, nor even vexed. You are entirely to biaiie Edith | 
"Ross, for my capture and I can prove that you are.” 
Naa! You can not prove it.’’ 

| May I try?” ; 

Pt ee OU INA,” 

Hi ~**¥ou see when I called’on you I was so ) taken oe 

Hy your hum—your beautiful bright eyes, that I forgot 

a Bake was such a thing as the Apache Tim gang of 

bandits on this earth.’’ 

Mir ‘“W-e-l-l, of all the nerve! Did you ee that sweet - 
speech up in the time since the bandit batted you over 
the head with a rifle and now?”’ 

Tyler smiled a sickly smile. 
The girl looked at him severely. 


it 
Ve 


- chump.?”’ 
‘A chump ?’’ 
“You are! .A;man who has all that time to tale up 
. ‘a real nice speech only manages to compliment my eyes. 
» Now a young crow eould have had the same thing” 
' said about her—they are all eyes, you know.’ 
Hy Tyler made a wry face. © 
BM) “Mhere’s other things to compliment me ayane a? 
F ~ added Edith who put on a most angelic expression. 
: 1 ‘‘Mr.—ah, well never mind his name, says I have the | 
| sweetest mouth: And Mr.—ah I don r care to mention 
- names—-says I am gifted with a remarkable brain—and ~ 
all you can do is to compliment my eyes—my, but 
»you’re slow!”’? 
- Poor Tyler didn’t know whether to laugh or frown. 
He compromised by smiling and frowning at the 
same time, 
“Thunder and lightning gee head for by Wat 
Tyler—l mean Basil Tyler. Honestly, the best thing 
in the gallery of living pictures, I assure you.’ 
pana time Ty ler laughed. 
‘SYou’re a nervy girl. About to be forced into a 
marriage with the biggest thief in the North- West, 
- you smile and jest,’’ Basil said. Meh 


““What’s the use of tears? Besides I might say to 
myself, this man is a thug, a gun-man, a thief, an out- 

iia You know that in advance! ie might marry a 

Bi f) man and not know what he was and have him turn out 
bs to. be all that Apache Tim is and more. You never 


Yo ean tell where your husband will drift.’’ 
| ie “Tf I were you I’d pass up the bandit person ae 
- take on a good honest young poneeman, like—me.’ 
_ Edith smiled. 
-. ** Don’t know but what you would be able £6 fill the 
ae better than pane Tim! I’ll think you over! 


Ty 
map}! 
Bait)! 


— pa 


Shs Ye 


don’t you think zon had better rescue me? We 2 ee Oa 


_bandit’s tent, abo, the glorious air of, freedom! _ 


_ Because if you have taken all this time yon. are a 


»# 
he a 


“Call oe in a uh Be eek aE the € place ne 


eer Ill see what I can do for you.”” ue te ie 


‘‘Now, I’m in éarnest.’’ PA 
¢€So. am I—but first. before you propose “to. marry me : 


rN rhe 
ee at 
_ 


‘ a: ~~ 


st Certain meet a 3 nee 
- Basil jumped” ‘up one vie: area to which We. “was 
supposed to have been tied, leaned over and Ikissed ; 


the astonished girl, ‘untied her. bonds in the fainehne 


of a robin’s eye, and gently urged her out of re 
‘“Mree!?” ee ) Bie ms 
- This was the ue word ‘that Raith are think ae 
And she said it over’ and | over Aes with a heart 
filled with thanksgiving, | 
But the situation was still enticnl: SAN aL ae 
The young policeman had managed to. OSS hae 
bonds while he ‘was aS to. Edith and had ‘then 


- eome to her rescue.- 


It was all.done in such a Gnacaendt fasion. prelude) Z 


& ' Ing the kiss, that the girl was in a- Lome oF ‘surpris: | h 


ae emotions. i eet ee yaar Se 
“But we are free,’ sho ‘whispered. TRG UNE a ek | 
“How long we are going to be free I can BADE: tal 


et only had some weapon I would feel better.” a 5 


Edith remembered the revolver: concealed at ‘the 
back of her neck, | 


She fumbled for it and soon Handed oe to ‘Bast: 
‘*Good,’’ he said, ‘‘but a revolver ‘isn’t as good a as 


oa rifle—by. Jove, I have a eae Ute i ee oe ‘i 


“What is it??? SES 
Step lightly,’’ Basil said, “this way.’ 
Edith followed him. Pianeta 
- Soon- they were on the suiskaree oF the. Ca ah 
“Where are the outlaws ?°” Edith whispered in Ba 
sil’s ear. — : | ee 
Basil pointed toward a, cami ire around which men | 
were moving. 


“There they are. 


They are playing cards. ‘The tall 


‘man, there, is Apache Tim. Next to him stands Wild 


Frank, and there’s the remainder of the gang crowd- 
ing around the two'men, | wonder what they are do- 
ing ?”? 

Little did Band imagine that the Handite ‘were play: 
ing cards for his life, and the girl’s future. 

The couple were now several hundred feet from the 
cap ee | AROS ee out Mant 

It had grown very ane se aa | 

The chances for Cee doateeae upon ances 
ness and thus far fate pppest em to favor the man and 
woman. 

But. with only a revolver, no PTT CT nothing © 
to eat, no horse,-in a. ‘place far. removed from civiliza- 
tion, it was about the most desperate situation that 
either Basil or Edith, could possibly have’ DOR eos 

The first step toward freedom had been taken. 

That was about all the step that seemed posse! 

Basil in swift undertones presented all these facts 


to Edith. . | Bayi at 


‘See here, >? she: said rete a pauses ut “pa tee 
die of starvation in the trackless woods than save my 
life by becoming the wife of Apache Tim. I had re-— 
served the last Dullet in that revolver I gave you. for 
myself, Death is” far better than a life wath an out. Bat 
law.” 

Edith meant pyhat she said, 


Tn 


, “She was of the strain 


a 
i uye 


2 Us stag 5 stall ight set ite bag aes: 
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thats ustaneal ideath ie. an beeen Pate pach: as. the 
renegade chief had blocked out for Heres poe 
Basil admired the girl more than ever. He saw ‘that 
she was of sterling worth. — 
‘‘1’m with you,’’ he eried, oy don’t. Thine there’ Ss. 
one chance in a. hundred for you to escape, or for me 


to, either, But we will take a chance at Mhatie wd. 


guess we are safer from the wild beasts in the forest 
than we are here.”? = * fit sal ok lee Girl ata 
Here: Basil. ae SAU tg 2 Ra 
“What is your plan??’ ! 
‘“‘T’m going forward t6-see if I a sneak up to 
that camp fire and get a rifle and some ammunition.’ 
“Tf IT had a rifle, I'd be glad to risk any forest. on 
earth,’ cried Edith. 7 
“You are going to take the risk, then,’ cried Basil. 
‘‘T’m going to get a rifle. You ‘take this revolver. 
You know what to do with pte aka don't * come back. 


Give me that knife.’’ . ths 


Edith nodded through her fast ene) fens ed 
Basil stole forward erouching low, and keeping the 
backs of the bandits. toward him: ; 

Never was progress slower or more carefully made.” 


Basil, knowing that his life depended upon it, did 


not move without the most careful preparation. ats 

He wriggled like.a worm. He stepped as hghily, as 
the fawn. | 

Inch by inch he. progressed, nearer, still nearer, to. 
the outlaws. ! 

Edith standing in ae night silence, disturbed only. 
by the wild yells of the outlaws, or the night sounds 
from the forest as beasts of prey prowled and cried, 
thought that her heart would burst with her fears. 

‘“Where is he?’’ she thought to herself, 

Her eyes could distinguish nothing _ but a dense ~ 
black veil, through which her vision could not pene- 
trate, @ 

Edith stood thus in dire suspense. 

At the same moment Basil was just ‘getting near the 
light that made quivering shadows about him. Here 
was his most extreme danger. If he could pass through 
the revealing shafts of light without being discovered 
he might get an opportunity to steal a rifle and some 
ammunition. 

This was Basil’s objective point. 

Nothing had ever been so well done before, as the 
young man’s brave dash for freedom! } 

Now, he was nearing his quest. | 

He had got beyond the betraying shadows and far 
toward the outer edge of the quivering fire-lights, - 
whén he saw coming directly toward him the bulk of 
a man, . 

The man ‘was coming from the fire. 

This was shown by the huge shadow that danced 
ahead of him, like. a giant reproduction of himself. 

. The ‘figure ‘bore a rifle. 

This sentence seemed to be burned into the brain 
of Basil. 

In a betraying flash. of inner consciousness Basil 


knew that he was going to. attack the bandit and se- 
cure the rifle or die in the attempt. | 

It was a moment of awful danger. ‘ 

A single ery from the outlaw—and Basil would be 
a prisoner to be tortured to death before an hour 
more had passed. | 

‘The ontay was, now opposite Basil. 


a 


Se ae 
a 


aethiy eae 
Soh a eats 


‘ le Maseavcton? yet 4 Shon! bee Bale bik gen ae 
APS hs PLL ET Ce CEP AD SLE wh oar i Ne 
cays Ate Oa iin a ih idee geaee a hays eee ah set 


Bea briéde 46 atest ae himself in the earth, in in i 
his fear of being seen. Oh 
_The.bandit stopped when opposite nit : 
- Basil ’s blood. was as ‘water in his veins. ~~ eS 
_ The outlaw seemed’ to be peering into the aaaenes s 
Would he try to come where Basil jay crouched. like | - 
a a thing of steel and iron? © ~ vi AMay Oat ala 
Or would the’ outlaw continue the journey onward : a 


ie tha he had first started. upon? 


Basil, while awaiting a solution of the pEpblem: in Aid 


| the next step of the outlaw, could feel his heart beats. 


There was a Ns sound in his ears as the blood " : 


surged to his oo Neg pease ee 


The outlaw: was , moving onward in a simaiehe line, | Hine 
Now his back was turned to the policeman. 3 a 
Basil hated to strike an unwarned man, even if he if an 
was a bandit and richly deserved his fate. But the — Ht 
knowledge that his life, and Edith’s happiness de- ue 
pended upon his right arm, nerved Basil. 
As a tiger springs from the long grass of the jungle a 
and gluts its rage in the blood of its enemy, oa a 
shot out from the darkness that lay about the eee of Lt 
the outlaw. | ik 
The Bowie rite held in Basil’s hand gave one sin- {: s ' 
As : 


“gle flash of light ere it was buried underneath the left ‘ 
_ shoulder-blade of the bandit, and ‘ground | its” steel 
death to the heart of the burly ruffian. — i 


- Without a sound, save for a gentle sigh, ‘the bandit 
crumpled forward to his knees. He shivered thus a mo- 
ment and then toppled forward on his face, stone dead! — 

Basil had not waited for the man to fall prone pon, 
His efaeeyiias 
_ With the motion of the blow delivered by his Ne 
right arm,, he plucked with his left hand the long 2 
rifle from the bandit’s nerveless hand. 

Basil twitched the ammunition belt from the out- 


-law’s broad chest, unbuckled a similar belt from the 


thug’s waist and. rushed back toward Edith like s 5 

ghost hurrying through a grave-yard. 

_ The boldness of the deed had caused it to sugceade 
Basil Tyler now found himself in possession of a 

fine rifle, several hundred rounds of ammunition, ea : 


huge magazine revolvers, a belt filled with revolver | 


cartridges and a Bowie knife. 

Edith’s tears of thankfulness owed fast but eine : 
an eminently practical girl, she soon dried them, and 
with her revolver, and her Inife, the beleaguered COUs 2) Nad 
ple felt that they. at least could make a last stand, in 


case they were again surprised by the outlaws. 


Basil deplored his being forced to kill the unsus- 


pecting outlaw, but he felt that Ue end Justified the iat 


means. envi 

‘We have Paden at all events,’’ Basil now 
whispered to Edith. ‘‘Next we must ‘hurry to the Bas 
bandit’s horses and secure two of them If we can | 
then get some provisions we can plunge into the track- | 
less forest and try to get back to Snake Basin.’ | | 

Edith followed Basil, who seemed to be gifted with 
that natural wooderaft talent which allowed ‘him to 


steal from point to point in pitchy darkness without — 


making an error in direction. 

‘“‘You’re like a eat, you can see in the dark,’’ eA 
tered Edith, when she stumbled over a root of a huge 
tree, ‘‘but T ean’t, I’ m falling over all the moe 


in Keewatin territory.’’ | ree 


\ 


Basil snickered. 




























ff CHAPTER XT. 


wun hez murdered ’ } 
Wild Frank let a iellow out of him that could be | 
heard ‘a mile. 


did in our camp.’ 


daylight. 


Edith, however, stumbled done ether Basil cau- 
tiously as possible and at length they were overjoyed 
at hearing the neighing of a horse. 

‘‘There’s the horses. All’s well samehice., 


Don’t slip.”’ 
 *T don’t like ice. 
it did thunder and lightning,’’ eried Edith. ‘"I hate a 


thunderbolt, though, it frightens me.”’ 7 
| ‘‘Here is a horse,” Be 


“This. way,” replied Basil. 
The couple ran joyfully ahead. 

There stood a horse, champing his bit and: i gions: 
But by his side stood a man. He carried a rifie, 


- which he was poising as if for a shot. 


Basil and Edith heard the deadly click, click of the 


hammer of the rifie as it came to:a full cock. 


The weapon. was now directed. at the unfortunate 
couple. : 

‘alg sneered a voice. 

Edith gasped. 

She saw now that ice has its farndehorie! 


THH OUTLAW’S DISCOVERY, ° 


| ‘*T’ll kill him now,’’ cried Wild Frank, as soon as 
he saw that he had been dealt the fatal ace of clubs 

that in the minds of all the outlaws, sealed the doom > 

of Basil Tyler, sergeant in the Royal North- yee 


Mounted Police. 
Wild Frank grasped his revolver. 
His face was that of a fiend incarnate. | 
“T won’t monkey wit’ thet feller a holy minute,’ 


the truculent outlaw yelled, ‘Ill shoot ’ im ez | aa 


a dawg.’’ 
Wild Frank cocked his revolver. 


He ran back toward the tent in which Basil and * 


Edith had been secured by the bandits. 
On his way he stumbled over something that lay in 


his path. 


Wild Frank nearly tumbled foneoand on his face. 
He swore a dreadful oath. 


‘Hyars a drunkin loafer a gittin in th’ way 0’ a. 


man bound on a suddin errant—wot’s this, blood ?’’ 


Wild Frank drew back a pace from the’ silent man, 


who lay. face downward in his path. 

**Af it ain’t Long Jack o’ Texas,’’ Wie eee Wild 
Frank to himself. “And? he’s dead. By Gosh! Ef he 
ain’t dead I’ll cari iy Blood? By Snakes eh, some 


??) 


es Thar ’s aca been 


, 


‘**He-l-p!’’ he roared lustily. 


The horrible yells called forward every bandit about 


the camp fire. © 
They rushed in a body to where Wild Frank stood, 


above the silent form, and led by eo RCHe Tim, began 
an inv vestigation. 
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; “‘Nonsense,’? he cried, ey can’t see any Ketter: tke e 
you can, but I have the gift of being able to remember 
4 Where the trees were put when I last saw them in 

| This manages. to keep. me from butting 
Into them.’’ ; t 


Deside. the still form. 
Get me a pine- mot toreh.’? _ ea Hashana 
Be 
careful. It’s been a chill night and there’s some lee 
here. i 
| I’d rather it would rain even ee 


‘Who goes there??? 7 Nl 


: . : ; oth Se on 
Lath iN oh bier § ait 
: aa tek 4 n¥) : »? 


The starlight showed also the dark pool of blood i 
which the dead man lay. 


a 
} Rg 


“Tt’s Long Jack!’’ Coat eens im, as ne aca 
‘There’ S been a murder Mee 


~\ 


i pe 


t re P, 


Several outlaws rushed to get. the torch,” ae 
‘Under its sickly light the face of Hoven ‘Tack: was: 
turned upward to the gaze of the bandit Pane eve 


‘There was a trembling of giant forms when the face 


It was one thing for them to murder. 
‘It was another thing for the men who lived by mur- 


| of their associate was revealed. ; | ee 


der to stand by the side of their murdered associate. 


The hideous wound in the back Long ys ack told 
its story. © aati 


‘<No Loa but thet thar frien’ a ours Rie been 
| murdered by. some one—lI jest HOee the feller ain’t 
a member 0’ our band.’ 


~The expression on Wild Frank? Ss. isade. as he spoke 
these words was horrible to. contemplate. AS Ka 


‘*EE uts one o’ our boys thet hez. done this trick, he 
--won’t last long, see?’’ | 
Poker Tom Hudson hissed these words through his 
clenched teeth. — f 
Apache ‘Tim, wild eed and Le ae. nace spark 

“now snapping “with anger within his “Jamps’”, may 
~ looked around. | f ; 
jo Rere: you Frank,” the outlaw chief shouted, ‘ “you 

hurry up an’ call th’ roll.’”’.- Rete RNR ENE 


* 
ad 
: 


~The roll call followed. ‘ 1 AS tN Leas FORO ayo 


~The bandits had fallen into ies tg “he” soils | 


Dayne. strict. military ae in their ranks, and soon 
names Be knew well. 
Two men were absent. 
One was Long Jack 0’ Texas. | FNM an arta 
The other was the Indian, Teeke. o 
Wild Frank whispered: the news to Apache. nities 
“That thar TInjun coyote, Teeke, 1s. MSS a "cried 


| wild Frank. 


Apache Tim’s mind spun back to the time he had 
knocked the Indian down. ° Rs 
The suspicious nature of the bandit took fire. 


. He jumped. to the conclusion that the Indian had 
; stabbed Jack o’ Texas. 


‘‘He’s the man we must find, Pl eut his heart out 


. before he is dead,’’ roared the outlaw. 


_ “Thet’s all rite, "9 replied Wild ‘Frank with’ his habit. 


r ‘ 
in 


ODieles as it was all were : too ater with Long J ek 
0’ Texas to be for a moment. at loss as to. the iden ity 
of the silent figure that lay before them. — 
















































ual sneer, ‘‘but how are ye goin! ter kal a man ye 


| don’t know whar ter find??? 


‘«Thet’s hoss sense,’’ laughed Bgicer ort addon 


Even Apache. Tim admitted that ub would be hard to | 


kill an absent man. i 

He calmed down somewhat. 

<'Well,”’ he said, ‘‘we can turn the una Bae band 
try to round-up eek. ts we ean’t find him no. one 
ean,’ ‘i 


“Haw! Haw! Haw! Try to rote “Up Teak ‘an. 
Tnjun, in them woods over thar? 


ye agin’ yar locoed; plumb locoed. Who in thunder 





Apache Tim, 1 tell 


eud find an Injun in them woods? He knaws them > 
woods as ye does yar way ter yer revolver! | Why, you 


. , 


eouldn’t ketch Teeke in a thousan’ years” ef he. ce 


inter the woods one jump ahead 0? yer.’ es a shoe 


Ai awe 
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n " : iH yy Tr ' / if - 


“The outlae: all nisdded Rage at Bete Ts NS A “You men (oat like a oti cit enildren. Are ye men or are 
They knew that an Tage anaes life had beent spent oye puppy-dogs ? Pe CAN RE aR : yah aes a 
in the great North-West forests could never be caught  ‘‘I dunno,’’ ried Wild Prank, ay guess Tm a pup- ; 
by a white man, whose Hnowledee: of woods at best py-dog. I’ve been a whirlin’ ‘around like er darned — ae 
was only second hand. i | i -puppy-dog arter its tail fer’ the Jast hour. ays cn 
“Them woods i is the Injun’s Ss acinar Hf epatued Wild __ Apache Tim here. “gave: a screech like a crazy steam A 
Frank, ‘‘En they brung away from the school moren Jocbmotive. ig iddaeaae ei Wie 
ye ever brought away frum anny school | ye ever went Boys, don’t you see??? the outlaw chief shricked, ee 
ter, “Apache Tim, eect Hise donb ye see that Basil Tyler killed Jack o ’ Texas? 
Apache Tim new that -the words. of Wild ‘Frank Tyler’s got Jack’s weapons? are: an’ ae girl, ae i 
were wise. | Ross, have escaped.”?> iN a De 
His cherished plan to hunt out Teeke must be aban- ‘ Wild Frank sneered. | hae Be 
doned. “Say yer dumbed smart, ain’t yet”? he aud “fakes _ 


copy? onny thing | for ‘us pele do, r Bren on. Wild a pritty smart outlaw ter t tell wen his Pris’ ers hey - 
Frank, ‘‘is to git Teeke the next chanst we hez. Thar ese-aped. The fac’ they ain’t whar he’s tied ’em don’t — , 
ain’t no. woild so big thet some day ye can’t git the seem ter cut no ice. I tell ye boys, that thar cone Be 9 


other feller—ef ye has the atience: ter wait, an Tim is plumb smart.’? i 3 
watch while ye waits Fela Gi | Apache Tim by this time was Pagentns at aby mouth. 
Once more there was a nod of appreciation from _. He didn’t care about Basil Tyler’s escape half as. 
the outlaws. j - much as he did over the escape of Edith Ross, Be 
“All of’ Mian. had. ae ia content with ‘the » Tong, . “Thar’s goin’ ter be an onexpected interruption ter ae a 
watch for victims of their, animosity. 4 ' the weddin’ of our chief, an’ his latest wife, boys,’’ ru : ae 


‘“Wall,”? continued Wild Frank, who was. gaining laughed Wild Frank, ‘Jook at our chief froth like Bn 
a large following i in the bandit band owing to his rude mad dog. Say, “boys, s that thar interrupted weddin’, ae 
eloquence upon matters affecting the band’s wel- 18 some tragic ain’t it? hae 


fare, ‘‘Thar’s onny one thing left fer me ter do.’ Rat aey The laughter of the bandits almont drove Apeehe 
‘Wots thet??? roared Poker Tomei os oh mn wild. | a 
“Ter take the life 0” thet ‘tarnal skunk 0” a 8 police But he managed to control himself enough to get 

mun,’ himself in a condition to connectedly give an order. Se i 
Wild Frank continued on his journey, 7 **Get after them,’’ Apache Tim shouted. ‘‘Get after 


His anger was now at the brutal stage. ae sled: them! I'll’ give my. share of our loot to the man who 
in the deed of blood he projected. That he was de- $¢ts the ae Don’t kill Basil Tyler. Bring him alive 


signing to shoot a prisoner, unarmed and bound did to me. I'll kill him myself.” ies 
not appeal to him as out of the way. a Phe hocrbis: vindictive gleam in the leaping eyes 0 it 
‘There was no decency in big Wild Frank. “andes of the outlaw chief showed that Basil ae could: aes 
was unknown to him. He was a big, brutal bully, who expect a mercy if caught. aot 
loved carnage for the sake of the slaughter it let him When 1e was alone, Apache Tim turned toward his. gs 
accomplish. * _ tent. raat : | 6) are 
“Ho! Ho! Ho!” Wild Frank laughed in glee as he He entered it. a 
entered the tent for the purpose of murdering ihe un- His face was still convulsed with passion. His voice 
protected young policeman. . rumbled forth’terrible oaths. i ay My 
‘This would have eased Basil Tyler’s x ‘mind of ats yet a voice stilled in a moment after he had en- a : 
misgivings about killing J ack o’ Texas, had he known. tered the tent. 
Wale Had acon, The outlaw’s face took on an expression of teveiflan' 
Wild Frank’s bitter, ee lapehtes stilled on wonder. _ ing 
his lips when he gave a glance about the tent. | - There stood a strange figure, looking at Apache Tim ea 


There were the poles to which Basil Tyler and Edith with hollow, lack-luster eyes. — He 
Ross had been, respectively, confined to wae heavy oT eA ee ea wil 
shackles. — , | Fan : iceman ees ier oes of 

There lay the shackles. we tnlt Bhat es y 

But the prisoners had vanished. Br shel 5 ike ) 

‘Wild Frank sensed the situation in a Slaneenh rusian a uke | Po Uy XL | SON aha 

A second time he lifted up his voice in a wild roar. | | baa 


Again the outlaws came tumbling over each other if _ SURPRISED coup LB, 


in answer to his summons. _ “ips SRR scr lad bets ra Be! es ai a ba SOR 
It was a condition to make men laugh. | The figure made this sound as Basil Tyler dashed 
Here was Wild Frank making cogent discoveries and forward at it to grasp its throat. © | ) a | 
blatting about them like some human-ealf. ) Don’t shoot, Me friend!’’ — | | A Oa 
Then Wild Frank’s roar would be followed by the Basil stopped when he heard the words. Pecheeay 
sudden entrance of a baffled band of outlaws. Edith Ross lowered the revolver she was pomting. ie 
The outlaws w ould melt away after ‘a tinfe and then at the dim shape. ee 
“Wild Frank would make another discovery; another ‘“Who. are you?’’ questioned Basil. | a 


And 


Ce lr 
roar, and the band would once more rush to pie scene | een a Cree “What are you doing haves 


in wild alarm. , _ ‘‘Nev’r mind. I come t’ talk wit you-o!’’ 
“Thunder!” ‘yelled. Abate Tim, -who. it might begs ‘*Why do you wish to talk with me??? cried Basil, 


said made other assertions ‘that ¢ can not be here ae He PRSBV COULD ns out ie ee 
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cash,’’ the girl added, ‘ 


“ ‘ t 
. 4 ies \. : 


**You gave me ? Flow about Edith here! Is ‘there 


- enongh saving’ to go round?’ 

The Indian grinned in the starlight. 

His grin was exactly like the snarl of a wolf. 
“Me save both.’’ 

Tyler turned to Edith. 
a “‘What do ye think of this verte devil??? he asked | 
er. 

Edith critically examined the Indian, 
“He doesn’t handsome much,’’ she observed. 
don’t have much use for the real red’ Indian of the 
North-West. They are only great, and fine and gen- 
-erous in story books. But when it comes to these 
sneaking ‘yaller’ kind of Indians, they aren’t, any 
good any where—even in a story book. 1) a hie 

This judicial summing up of himself seemed to 
amuse, rather than offend Teeke. 

Ven !?? Teeke said. ‘‘I all right, ambadtnjin. 

Then he stopped. 

There was a self sufficient smirk on his face. 

Edith laughed. Basil joined his Hee to that of 
the girl’s. 

‘*He certainly revels in his badness, ue the girl cried. 

‘‘Nobody knows how bad T am. 
Nobody knows or gives a—cent.’? | 

There was a merry twinkle in Basil’ S eyes as he 
aoe these words softly. 

Edith saw the twinkle by the light of the stars and 
he came to a decision quickly. 


; aM AeA 


‘‘There’s no other way. I don’t care if this eae is 
brick color or yellow color, I’m going to vote to. 


trust him.’ 
‘“There’s yellow bricks,’’ 
‘*That’s true. 


put in Basil. 

Now come over to him with some 
‘and I guess you'll own him.”’ 
Basil began cautiously. 

‘Where did you come from ?’’ he eo ’ 
‘‘Thar,’’ the Indian replied. 

Basil thought a moment. Che 


_““Edith,’’ he whispered, ‘‘will you steal back where. 


you can watch the bandit fire? I want to be sure this 
fellow isn’t jobbing us. I don't want any bandit’s . 
lure to prevail over us.’ 

Edith stole away and left Basil gions with Tecke, 

Basil continued his examination of the Indian. 

‘“Tf you belong.to Apache Tim’s gang,’’ said ‘Basil, 

‘“why are you willing to help me escape?’’ 

The Indian shrugged his shoulders. 

‘*You know who I am?”’? © 

| “Yep. »? 

‘Well, what is my name?’’ 

““Tyler. Mounted cop.’’ 

‘You know me all right. 
to lead me back to civilization?’’ 

‘“‘No. Not do that. Risk big. Hep ‘big. Will put 
an on road to Snake Basin: AO ne, thousan” dol- 
ar 

Basil jumped. hie 


““That’s a lot of money,’’ he said slowly. “why 
you want so much?’’ 
‘Get way o-f-f wit’ one thousan’ dollar. aco 


Tim he got l-o-n-g arm. ia go fast wit 1-o-n- 8 arm. 
I g-o faster with monee.’ 

This time Basil understood. 
_Oh,’’ he remarked, ‘‘you are willing to ee me on 
“the Snake Basin trail for one thousand dollars, Can- 


; >) . ‘" : afi a . 6 eye a 
Vat MeV 4 : ¥ ¢ 
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Now what ay: you take’ 
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ite “N-e-v-e-r mind. ‘L-o- n- “g way. ‘Rar North, | Apache 


in the Arctic regions where the foot of white man sel- | 
SETS 


. 


- 


AAD NE i 


posts of the great Hudson’ Ss Bay ‘Company, where furs 







from. ae im’ s gang of ‘outlaws? ae See 
eveps ees : % me of. Each Se Be ea eae 
_ ‘Where you 209”? LRN ate : 

Tim no live where I Borie ss hae Aue 
- The Indian’s meaning was plain to. Basil now. AE ae 
He knew that with the one thousand aol, far 


dom pressed the snow and ice the Indian would be safe. — 
He could visit a few of the farthest north trading 


were the traffic of the day, and buy him once a year 
things dear to the red-man’s heart; and when he re- 
turned to the snowy regions where he had hidden him- 
self, he would be the greatest Indian in his tribe. 

a thousand dollars. “was. big. aeney in the ‘Arctic 


regions. . ANH gamedi 
Usually. five dollars was all the ‘wealth of an entire 
tribe... : ei 1 


Basil now had but one more naan to ‘dwell. upon. 
He burst out with it immediately. 

“Why are you peliing out the: “Apache Tim band?” | 
he asked. | ) 
“Apache Tim. he s-t-r-i- kee’ me. I all him teat 
t-o-r; He knock me down. Look!” ans ae iia earn es 
The Indian exhibited his teeth, SEER es og a 4 ) 

‘Three of his upper ones had: reached | Kae 
‘<Biff,’”? said the savage. He raised his ands as he 

spoke in the attitude of a man about to strike a blew. 
Then he pointed ‘meaningly at his teeth. with ‘the: 

unsightly missing ones plainly showing. _ 

“He! He!’ tittered Basil. ‘‘So Apache ree handed 
you a stiff right arm straight: punch ae you. oes 
him 4) tr-a-i-t-o-1??’ | 

‘Yep. >? Re : a ’ 

“You now want to get your revenge ie siding. b his. 
future wite to escape?’” | E> 

“Yep. : ; < Kaa 

To. say nothing of me, ie betwen us is the 
future husband ‘of the future wite Apache Tim isn’t 
‘going to, get.’ 220) ; 

‘Yep. 

trea therefore agree to. ena Edith Ribas: aa i He. 
the trail that will take us to Snake nese for onen)) 
thousand dollars cash ?”’ a ess a Nera ats ) 

“Yep. : 

“Well, you can’t lead any £00 ariel Start ahead.’ v2 

**Nop e. 9 | 

rN gen well why not? The Baconin is made Xe 

‘“‘Nope. One thou’ dollar or no start.’’ 4 

‘What? You bloody yellow Indian! Do you think 
I’m going to Pay for ue job before won deliver, the 
goods ?’’ ai 

“You go back see Assen sunt: ‘less you. pay one” 


vi xv 


\ 


. thou’ dollar in advanee,’’ cried the Indian. 


Edith had returned at this point. 

She had overheard the last remark of Teeke’ S33 

‘“You’ve got to give up,’’ she said with her ual 
direct manner of leaping over obstacles. ‘‘This Haire 
the hold up at Snake Basin, but it’s a “hold SUDisae Ir 
Apache Tim’s ‘midst’ all right, Ri SA ar NE 

This decided Basil. | Bi 

He pulled his money belt from ane of his sicher 

It had been concealed about his body just peneathe 
his shoulders and as no one had searched him, he had - 


carried it undisturbed, ever ‘since his. ‘capture. oth 
\ RS a mee 
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The. neoney: pelt ceed a Fat “wa a2? of hae 


eh ahee alive,’? cried Edith, ‘am I going to aS, 
a millionaire ??’ Si EA e 


“T hate to give ae ‘my hapa euornae eoin—say - “do 
you think my life is worth five hundred?’? asked Basil. — 
DRESS el-l! It’s a problem. I might be willing to sell 
it cheap in a year after we are married—but just now. 


I’ll take a chance! Yes, 1 guess it’s worth the money. 
But you’re giving up five hundred for me, remember, 
and I know I’m not worth the. money.’ 

“We AY. tall that over a year from now. Just now 


you: seem to me to be the cheapest. aa i ve ever 
made.’ 


As tie spoke, esi Handed Teeke one thousand good | 


“Canadian green-backs.. 
~The Indian chuckled when he ‘got Gee money. 


One grab; ‘one swift motion toward his bodys. the 


money had vanished utterly, 

‘(What d’ ye think of that?’’ said Basil in “amaze. 
**Talk about your lightning changes? 
the money, then he had it—— 


devil make good or it’s your finish,’’ the te hissed 
at the Indian. 


“Vou bet!?” chimed in Basil. 


and if he bats a false eye-lash at me, he gets’ his, 
ek mee 27 tak 
Basil held up his aay ieoine oun as. he apoke 
The Indian outlaw only smiled: 
‘*You see dad again,’’ he smiled. at Bdith. 
Indians are excellent mimics. 


“Teeke gave such an imitation of fat, pursy, pain- 
fully dignified little Whiskey Bill’ Ross, the ‘‘cham- 


peen’’ fighter of booze in the North- West, “that Edith, 
dutiful daughter as she was, giggled. | 


As for Basil, although he knew he was in a Pair way 
to be the son-in-law of so much owl-like dignity, he © 
almost betrayed the hiding place of the party to the 


bandits by his hearty laughter. | 

‘Well,’ we are fooling away good time here: st 
length ventured Edith. ‘I can hear the early birds 
beginning to ery in the forest. It’s.almost morning. If 
we are going to get away from here we must get 
away quick.’’ 
socrue:*” cried Basil. 
ses?”? ! 

““You git on that hoss,’’ said the Indian to Edith. 
We walk! We steal heap bandit hoss bimeby.’’ 

The three then silently stole away toward the place 
where the bandit horses were lariated for the night. 


“Move heap slow,’ 
imELene come Apache ‘Tim.’ 


The regular hoof- beats of a flying’ horse could now 


“Say, Teeke, how about hor- 


‘Be: heard by all, thumping swiftly toward them from - 


the outlaw camp. 
. *©"We are pursued,” hissed Basil. 
apne Tim.’ 


‘ 


_ CHAPTER XIV. 


A SPECTRAL FIGURE 


“What is that??? re we ie 


\ 
sea aes Tim staggere ed to the far side of his tent. 


» 


* of’ my death,’’ stammered the outlaw. 


not take heed. from the first warning and’ flee from my (Ry 
band?” | 


First At had 


~-eompleted the clothes of the tiny figure. 
_“*He’s evidently going to a it. Now. you Selloe vi 


—_— 


| outlaw. 


‘of smoke and flame. 


’ whispered he Indian eae 


‘‘Here comes — 


-from ?’’ a 


He. saw facing oe the form: of Ae Revolutionary, ; 


soldier- officer, that had so startled him when he had ae 
first. seen it on the Fort Keewatin trail, that led from — 
that Hudson’s Bay Company Bost, to the hamlet Pa 
Snake Basin, 


Apache Tim’ Ss trembling hand: ‘rose’ ‘to his face. 
He tried to shut out the sight. » Pe a 

_ Apache Tim was confident that he faced a ‘ghost: 1) oy i 
_ ‘The second time this ghost has given me a warning oo 
| , Why did hak 


The’ officer stood with his arms folded. Weert 
‘His curious cocked-hat was still crushed down upon “i 
his white wig with its tiny queue sticking out behind | ta 


like a handle to an old fashioned jug. | 


‘The man’s hair still showed in front under his wig. st 

‘The figure wore its queer old-fashioned, full bottom, . 
coat, of “plum-color, adorned with bullion lace Dera 

The top boots, knee-breeches, gold spurs, and sword 


The various points of the wraith’s dress had been | | . 
burned into Tim’s brain for le did not doubt that he i 


stood in a ghostly presence. : 
“He may be luring eas 
us on, and may have an idea that he has done us out 
of that eash, but I’m right within a few feet of him — 


“Well, ”’ the tiny voice of the strange figure piped t ie 
up again ‘in its well remembered tones. | Well Pi Bot 
Apache Tim’s knees smote together. | ae 
His tongue refused to hurl his ‘usual ai from its. oe 
tip. Hi 
The outlaw? s face: ihe white | ad he tottered like 


| aa 
aman overcome with fear. . ad 


‘“W-hja-t—do you want-t, ” stuttered the: agonized | a 4 
bandit. — een Se 
‘““Vou know?”’ cried the figure. i 
<°T know??? ie 
“*Yes. 3? 
“‘T know what?’’ 
The figure drew itself up to its full height. 
‘‘Do you mean to say,’’ the tiny voice hissed, ‘Sthatins 
you don’t know why I am here?”’ : 
aa don ’t—truly-y I don sti ene eo the | oe 


The figure drew a snuff box EPA its pocket, 
It daintily opened the box. | 

_ Apache Tim’s face was like that of a corpse. | ye 
As the snuff-box opened it gave out a fierce spurt | 
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Apache Tim turned whiter than ever if possible. 
The figure took a pinch of the shiming, seething” white, 
hot vapor in its hands and-coolly took a sniff at the = | 
boiling mixture with its nose. | - j 
The soldier then smiled as if pleased with the aroma 
of the burning potion and after gracefully flicking _ 
some of the seething mass from its hands, it closed ~ 
the snuff-box with a snap and returned it to its poc- La 
ket. — \ i 
Then the figure spoke. | ena 
‘‘Well,’”’ its piping voice said. ‘‘I may as well tell vik 
you that I came after you!’’ iNew) 
The last word came with such a startling pop from ay 
the figure’s mouth that Apache Tim jumped nearly 
a foot. high. | 


‘Came for me?”” he whispered. ‘‘Why, where ~ 
The fieure winked at Tim. 


“As if you didn’t know??? it smiled, ‘‘Why, man, a) 
you know where I come from? Do you suppose that = 
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you ean live the life: you neue lived, of Saran of 


aia, of deeds of blood and get away with 62”? 


“*T didn’t think-k any thing- -g about it,’” stuttered 


| aren Maran 9? ih : 
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things on earth. 


‘“Of course not? “None 0” vet bandits ao: Well, 
I’ve come to tell you that your course is about run. 


» Xou're at the end of pone rope. We need you, down | 


 there.’’ 


The figure pointed in an crip tease) way. and | in a. 
most. suggestive one directly at the toe of his top-boot. 
Then | 


“They want me down there?’’ cried Tim. 
I’m doomed? I’m going to die?’’ 


“Why, of course? That’ s the way with you Ae 


As long as things go your way, you’re the finest 
But let the game begin to go Aaa 
ema word, but how you holler. <i | 
~The figure allowed a sueer to pass over its face. 
' “But why do you come back here for me in this, 
ahem, this shape?’’ asked the outlaw. 

OTs a punishment. I was in life an officer of the 
eer § own regiment stationed in Ottawa in 1776, L 
killed my best friend in a duel, and. I was sent for.’ 

~‘*Rrom below ?”’ stammered the outlaw. 

0° Exactly.?’ 

‘“Where you are eoing to ie me?”’ 


You're right., I ‘ean’t rest in my grave until I heave | 


brought, dae there one hundred men.’’ 
““What?’’ 


‘You make my oné hundredth. As it’s a good many 


years since the War of the Reyolution when this hap- 


Le nad the thing that has kept me walking the earth 
like another Wandering Jew. I have made» up my 
mind that I will not lose you, for this is my. chance to 
sleep undisturbed in my grave. Come on.”’ 
- Apache Tim howled his fears now. 

There never was a more lamentable specimen of. a 
bandit, frightened most into insensibility. 

‘“No! No!?? he roared, ‘‘I will not go with you.’ 

‘“You must,’’ said the figure m a hollow ‘yoice. 
‘‘Outlaw that you are; it is your doom.’’ 

Apache Tim gave a howl of deadly fear. 

His face was white and distorted. 

His eyes roved about for a way to escape. 

He decided to run. | 

He turned and dashed out of his ee into the Aste’ 


-éning atmosphere, a cowed, terribly frightened bandit,. 


afraid that every moment was to be his last. 
No live man ever made Apache Tim run. 
But he fell before the- supernatural. i 


This figure, which in his heart he felt was a ghost, , 


had frighteried him half to death. | 

» He ran like a boy afraid of his shadow. 

He dashed out into the night and away toward ie 
horses with deadly fear at his heart and a terrible 
feeling that his time had come at last. 

As he ran, 
olutionary soldier running quite as rapidly as he did. 

Step by step bandit and queerly dressed oes 
rushed away. | | 

Apache Tim saw the figure behind him. 

He made a jump for a horse that was lariated near 


In his haste he did not try to take up the pia 


He only thought of IS: ESCAPE Lorre Wie 


behind him came the figure of his ‘Rev- 


away oe He noel ee ‘nies Hone He grim: oF 
‘termination to escape somehow at all costs. °° r 
The long writhing ‘Tope streamed out. “behind ‘the 
flying bandit. iy) te 
Apache Tim did not stop £6. see if he was: pursued. 
AN 
Panie strieken he rode away beating me aka! ove . sae 
the head with his fists—anything to put distance. be- iat 
tween him and the one which he felt sure was right, fe 
behind hime 6 ft 
It was this figure of despair. hae Garied down ‘upon s 
the three, Edith Ross, Basin Tyler and Teeke. sa 
That some terrible. disaster had come to ‘Apache Tim | 
all three felt sure as They: saw the bandit a to- “A 
ward them. Oe ; 
Never was aaa speed made in the starlighted night 


of the North-West. 


Edith cowered behind ie Ret that she: was te 
about. to mount when the hurrying” hoof meats: i Det 
Apache ‘Tim’s steed beat upon her ears, it 

Basil twisted his revolver from his belt meade) an t 
meet what he thought was an attack. by. epee TA: 

But Teeke gave a chuckle of delight. Fae 

His face was contorted with rage. . Te ME Ue Rea 

Into his fierce Indian eyes there came a wicked « ex: i 
Pression eae Seas ga) at Ua 

He saw his opportunity for revenge, ee aE 

The Indian’s hand went to his belt. PUA i iy 

He drew his revolver. bs Ns as Rubi ett cata a 

Apache Tim was right abreast. at the savage now. 

Teeke jerked his weapon up. His. eye, implacable 


by at S\e/ 

Sac ea 4 * 
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’ with des hate, ‘shone as at glanced. mone. the BepPHYCn | 
barrel. 


. ' ie 
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“There was a ia ringing” ‘report, mI eae 
ok narrow film of flame shot out into the ene 
Apache Tim threw his hands above his head. eR 
‘His body sagged forward. | Feet a ah ara a 
- His horse gave one terrified leap. er ae as el 
The animal in his fright did not see that he was on 


the edge of an awful canyon. 


Over the brink dashed the horse bearing the dead: 
body of Apache Tim. 
The shot of the Indian Teeke, had passed through 


the outlaw’s brain.’ 


But his frightened steed had run on, over the edge. 
of a terrible precipice. aun aI a RC irae 
Crash! Hie foe el: ON rane ane 
Crash!» 
~ Crash! 
The three eer heard the horse’ S s body go whirl 


. a 
* 


ing into space. 


The horse had plunged « one inouaend feet deep aoa 


into the canyon, bearing with him the dead Dedy, of 


the outlaw chieftain. 

Loud and shrill the terrible war-ery of Tecke rang 
over the scene. | 

He had avenged the blow that Apache Tim, ‘the, 
outlaw had dealt him, 
‘Run for our lives,’ 
of the party came to. ea 

He grasped Edith and swung her up on the horse 


now - hissed ee who first 


with one effort: of his ‘powerful muscles...) 62) pi 


Teeke had meanwhile run ahead and had secured 


Instead he pulled the long steel pin, which had been™ two of the outlaw’s horses. 


- driven into the ground with fifty feet of twisted rope 
attached to it to give the horse a chance to graze, 
out with a jerk, vaulted into his saddle and rushed 
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In a trice the three hurried. away into the darieness,., | 
Basil and Teeke vaulted to the backs of the. horses. 


“Dis way,” eried poe unmoved Indian. | 
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“The theses tasried off into the darkness now sii fo or a arent still Ta were Peeing: the Seal petina’s eg 


shot with the first faint gray light of the coming dawn. 


‘The sound of the shot had recalled the outlaws from hopes a second PLEO Neeley ea hoe 


their vain search in the woods. 


They could be heard crashing hither and thither fh . 


their anxiety to get back to the camp. ive 
Earry,??s hissed the Indian to Basil. | 
Basil’s heart was hot within him, He felt that the” 


foolish desire for revenge had caused the Indians to 


shoot Apache Tim when there was danger of calling 
every outlaw to the scene, and he was exceedingly — 
angry. — | 

“Teeke was, however ani O tad! Pe Ay ieee Ne 

«No fear, ” the Indian cried, Ran ie *. 

The howls of the outlaws could be pleinly heard. 
Some of them had secured horses and were aimlessly. 
riding around here.and there trying to find who had: 
fired the shot that alarmed them. 

Others of the band ran hither and thither calling 
loudly for Apache Tim. 

But ‘while the voice of Wild Frank could be plainly 
heard trying to still the panic that appeared to have 
settled upon the outlaws, Teeke, the Indian, was un- 
moved. His savage mein when he had. killed Apache 
Tim had departed with the last note of his: war- 
whoop. 

“Don’t, mpee ‘fraid, 42 be Indian. cried, 
Dis way.’ 

- Basil’s aoa reared in affright. wrararie 

~The Indian. had urged his horse right over what 
chewed to be a slanting brow of the awful canyon 
down which Apache ‘Tim? s horse had dashed. 

But after seeing that Edith had followed the now 
silent Indian directly over the canyon’s brow Basil 
managed to control his horse and follow. 

His’ joy was great when he saw that the Indian had 


‘no hurry. 


led the way directly through some overhanging limbs» | 


of the gigantic forest trees that shielded the canyon 
at the. point. where they were progressing and had 
reached a gentle trail that by easy winding stages: 
took the party down to the valley below. | 


_ of the figure. 


The glint of a river could be seen as the party hur- | 


ried forward in ‘the valley. 

Basil looked back. | i 

From where he stood no view of the trail eould be 

seen. 
It -was shielded: from above and below by the sek 
vegetation that grew as high as a horse’s head and 
which thus would utterly conceal them as they passed 
down the trail. | 

Teeke pulled in his horse. 

The Indian pointed back up the trail, 

“<M his Injun trail,’’? Teeke said. ‘‘No white man 
know he. It only trail to vet down canyon in fifteen 
mile tha-a -t ’way, or twent-y-y mile dis way.’ 

As the Indian spoke he waved his arms to ooh right 
and left. 

“Outlaws back up above. 
down here but by going r-r-o-u-n-d! ‘We safe here— 
bime bye we go r-r-o-u-n-d to trail. Ugh!”’ 

By the only possible avenue of escape: the three 
had proceeded. | 

No one knew how to get, to where they were in all. 
the outlaw band save the Indian. 


“Saved !?’ eried Edith in. ecstasy. 
“Hurrah !?? eried Basil. Sey . 
The Indian, however, Ww hose sharp eyes were never 


-They know no way get 


got those clothes?’’ 


- thing to drink in this party? 


and form that she well knew. 


look the part?’’ replied Morris. 


In, 


replied Morris. 


wildered. 


them as if in constant dread of an. attack dashed their 
Jt a) he 


. “Man he come down aoa a the A atian whispered. is ve 
“Took, Here come man, Pe A TGRS Sig hs Een ri thoah aka 
Basil looked back. USHA ANG Big 4 22 aN 

He saw a figure Tunning Sake Ete! ad in 1 the di- i 
ee his party was proceeding. NaS ae 


Basil gasped. He gave a loud cry. 3 a 
He dug his heels into his horse’s side, and the ‘pals me ; 
lant beast dashed directly at the on- Sue figure. >i og ae 
- Fidith gasped. . Be 3 
Then with a scream she followed after Basil. ‘ . 
~ Teeke, however, simply raised his Title to take a ie 
shot at. the strange Beare: Oye er litA REBT ? Loe 


~% 
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CHAPTER XV. 


; 


THE BRAVERY OF GALE MORRIS. 
ci 

**TIn the: name iE all tha 8 ponder ent few did you ae 
get here?’’ cried Basil ots as he rushed to the age , an 


- Edith not three jumps of her horse behind | Basil, 
now, stared in amaze. at: 
For peering at her under a white wie came a. face | 
Edith almost fell from her horse in her surprise. ha 
—“*Tt’s Gale Morris!’’ the girl nearly shrieked. ‘ 
_ “Sure it is,’’ rephed that individual, ‘fand a blood. 
fast chase. you have led me.’ in 
““By all that’s great how did sour eome in that rig?’ aw 
A third voice ‘answered. Ai 
~The party stared again. | 1% 
The speaker this time was Sleepy George Potter, ae 
“This rig??? replied Gale Morris nothing loth to 
explain. “Oh, this is my ghostly Lip used it to oe yh 
scare Apache Tim into fits.’ | . AS ma 
What??? cried Basil. 
“T shore did. It’s a good ‘rig isn’t. it? 
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“You ‘certainly look the part “OL. a Revohiiennen ee Re 
officer if that’s what you mean.’ i 
“Tt certainly is. For that’s the part T dressed up. 
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““Which question shall I answer first, Basil?”? dryly | 


‘Might as well answer the one about the clothes; 
that is the part as to where you got them,’’ replied 
Tyler who was sadly twisted by this time. iN 

‘Oh, I found them lying in the trail.’’ Naat 

“Pound them,’’ queried Basil now’ thoroughly be- 


eat, 


~~ 
ieee 
ra 


elie 
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‘*That’s what I said. Say, has any one got any- 
I’m dying for a drink.’’ 


Teeke produced a flask. 

It was empty when Morris returned it. 

Then Morris squared himself for the flood of anxious | 
questions: he knew were coming his way. | 

‘Come one, come all, this rock shall fly, from its 
an base, as soon as I, , quoted Morris. ) 
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BAS ebay on, Macduff!” cried Edith, nodding her head now ne tie aléthes anestion. ‘We wil continue 
at Basil. | * 0) “questions however.” =. RTS ac Ka 








Basil immediately laid on. Neat uaa PRON ERE wt SMorrisisighed. hae eeveine ee PERSE A sae : 
 **Tell us about the clothes?’’ . ao | go ONO we then,’’ said Edith, “how did you happen | to 
‘ pt ‘‘. found them, as qT tole you, lying in ‘the trail, at see. the clothes?” as 
: a. replied Morris... | ‘Because. they v ‘were sa prominent “that: I ‘could not ea 
The duel of words was now on between Mare and help seeing them lying in the road.”” _ Lhe ae bas 4 
Spiga, ' aA g es “Hum. But why. were you there’ to see ‘them? Se 
“What trail?’’ asked Basil. ay? . Siva Pe Mt Mar: horse brought me there! Paras a ae aS 
“The trail leading somewhere near here—I don’t Edith stamped her foot on the ground. Si near oe 
_ know just where—and Snake Basin, a village’situated, — She had dismounted from her horse in her anxiety 
| oh and located in———’’ to hear all. ‘she could and was: now standing: close 
B ‘**Never mind. This is no land surveyor’s office. «to dD Morriss. .) =.’ Sate 
But how did you find the clothes in the trail??? = —-“‘Gale Morris,’ ’ she cried, as. she put the tip of her 
P >» Morris opened his eyes wide. right fore- finger very close. ‘to, Morris’s nose. Dont 
/. “How did I find the clothes??? he added. ‘Why you'dare to guy a poor girl who is s trying to extract | 
I found them because they lay in such plain sight in information from a trifler.’? - PibRa Vt ieMritray ea ae | 
the trail that a blind man could almost have seen Morris winked at Basil. MTEL RNa ex AR RS Tae 
i Y Dean chappie, old boy.’’ Ge yt aay ‘‘Spiel girl,’’ he eried. Your questions a not ! 
» ‘Well, who laid them there?’’ : | | be enveloped in levity any 1 more. eral em, T ae 
b ‘Tm a Rocky mountain goat if I cea There’ _ ‘*Good,”’ replied Edith. : ; 
} ‘was no gent disrobing when I was there. No one was “That’s not a question it, is an | exclamation.” ee 
an sight. Nothing but the clothes.’”? Ris Ay Coates Ete ET Nesie 3 oO ‘ 
‘But clothes don’t walk.’’ io SO she “That’s. another ecclaanonee eS Se NA eae: 
‘*Not unless there’s a man inside of ’em in case _ +1 ll say. something stronger than ‘Rats,’ cits ye ou ah 
_ they are men’s clothes or a woman in case they are su t stop.”? Ne 
\ women’s clothes.’ UAE ore MEY: isn’t. she pretty, when she’s eee But one | 
a each Ribs etikae Pan you Basil—I feel sorry for you when you marry this : 
UOT eowsga ‘Ohi? | : flaming bunch of bad-temper. panzer in oat eat fs 
“But, man, aid some one leave, or pate some one not is nice, eh ’—but oh, you ae ee lak aa eS ‘i 
leave the clothes there??? a Edith smiled. aver Ral pe eh ee ey 
|. “Ag the clothes were there some one did leave them “Now, Gale Morris, all. this bunch: of fun you’ ve i 
|. there. That’s a chincho, old sport oh.’? - been. handing out is done for a purpose. — Don’t you 
- ‘Bdith broke in merrily. > let me think you fool me. Why, you are’just ‘trying 
) Basil, what a lawyer was spoiled in making you to distract us so that we wont ask Ma Aes 70u5 were | 
By ih policeman. That was a most lawyer-like question— 0” the trail?” — eC a 
‘did some one leave the clothes there or did some Morris hung down his head and blushed, 
one not leave the clothes there?’ is a peach question. ‘Yes, I know you, Gale,’’-added Edith, ‘What has 
Let me talk awhile.’’ | happened is this. You have been trying to rescue us" 
- Aceordingly Edith began her questions. - and have put yourself in this disguise to wnconialiehe. 
‘Now tell me Morris, dear, where did you. find the this task, and. have riskéd your life in this costume to 
elothes?”’ | - get access to Apache Tim’ S cares In, HODES: that you 
_ Morris gasped. E | pny | Heat could Aid) Usha Bt) 
He saw that Edith was going over the same e ground The gallant chap held down his head with the « air 
again. as af a whipped dog. Soracaee SY 
i, But he answeted just the same. ‘ Sei _ ““W-el-l,”’ he stammered, “But you-w S6-250u 9 ci 


‘*Yying In the trail. The trail between this place nud “Yes, we ‘see,”’ dryly: r ‘eplied Edith. “We ‘see 
Snake. Basin. The clothes were lying in the trail. Plainly. You have done your duty in. ‘this case, and 
There was no one inside or outside of the clothes. ay times more. You have dons mueh toward SAVING; 
The clothes were the clothes I have on, No, they © 





don’t fit me. Yes, they are the clothes of a Revolu- | "Not a heap lot. You'd pretty well saved yourself 
tionary soldier. I don’t know. where the soldier has before I got into the game,’’ replied Morris. 
revolted or not recently, I know I do. If there’s — ‘Don’t you think that. If you hadn’t created some. 





anything I hate it is a thickheaded lot of people who kand of a diversion that attracted the mind of Apache 
just wont understand the plain ies a I’m trying to Tim from us, you know it would have been very pos- 














‘give them.’ r sible that we would have been recaptured, - AS tt 
With these words Morris sat anten! on a tree stump. was" 
Edith and Basil laughed merrily. “You did Re i os that fioniened Apache aan 


- $o did Sleepy George—but he did Hae laugh for into a panic that ended in his eR and death at the 
~ several minutes after the others had finished. But, weapon of Teeke, the Indian here,’ * put. in Basil. 






any way, he caught on some time before the joke had — ‘‘Now what did you do?’ cried Edith. a | HS are 
_. been forgotten. | a mie Ves, tell us, Gale,’’ added Sleepy Canes aoe eh. . 
3 _ That was going “‘some’’ for Sleepy George. ‘ been a. lyin’ eout hyar in them bushes awaitin’ 2 ter | 
ae _ Edith, however, was, woman-like, determined to hyar frum yah, an’ the fust thing I see was thet. thar 
_ stiek to her point. iT A OAT eae _ Apache: Tim a comin’ a tumblin’ over that thar can: 
Bi _ “Very good, Morris,’”? she continued. ‘‘We will yon, an’ he an’ ia hoss é a going Heketyepnt, et tet 
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Ef ‘that thar: shot, ‘Sez I, ‘didn’t sa, for him, thet fall’ 
jar him some,’? 

Al turned and peered down bey the bottom of the 
canyon, ney 


thing of bruised and crushed flesh, a heap of broken. 
humanity that had once lived, and the outlines of a 
gallant, horse that had rushed over the canyon ’S brink | 
taking with it the horrible dead bandit. == 
_ ‘Wis troubles is over,’’ said Sleepy George. 3 “<Wall, 
he mount hev been consid’ble of aman. He hed pints 


thet might hey made ’im a fine man, had he stuck ter 


the decent path. -Thar’s plenty of fitin’ an’ shootin’ 
and trouble coming ter any decent man out hyar in 
these har wilderness, ’thout joinin’ a gang o’ out- 
laws, fer them thet will . be outlaws some day meets 
the law-men, and the outlaws then hayn’t got a look 
in, wen law an’ order pea It don’t ‘pay, poye) ter 
be erooked.” 
This epitaph was all that Apache Tim ever got. 


His body was left to the carrion birds of the air and 


the beasts of the field. 

In the’ danger the party were in there was no fies 
to give the outlaw even the unceremonious burial that 
they would have liked to have given him. 

The outlaws alive were now heard shooting, yelling 
and cursing on the bluff that ran along the canyon, 
and Basil ordered the party to take up its journey. 

“In spite of what Teeke tells us,’’ said Basil, ‘‘I 
don’t feel that we are by any means safe yet. We had 
better, hurry to the Snake Basin trail. It’s not so 
sure in my mind that the outlaws don’t know that we 
are down here and that they can’t catch up with us. 
Where are your horses?’ 

Morris and Sleepy George said that they were 
lariated near the entrance to the trail and thither the 


party hurried postponing for the time being any fur- 


ther inquiry into: Gale Morris’s brave act. 

But after the party was again all mounted and had 

reached the trail back to eneiee Basin, Edith pressed 
home her questions as to how Morris had managed to. 
effect an entrance to the camp of the outlaws. 
. Melt was simple,’’ he cried, ‘‘when you were shot- 
up in the Snake Basin. hold-up I just naturally started 
out to see if I couldn’t round you up, and be of some 
help. The people in Snake Basin think slow, anyway 
they are in a hole of stupid life most of the time, and 
when I heard the shots I saw it would take days to 
have the’ villagers get it into their heads that there 
had even been a hold-up.”’ 

ehiyes??? questioned Basil. 

.‘* And: feelin’ this way,’’ added Morris, ‘“I saw it 
was going to be considerable of a spell before there 
would be a posse organized to try and run down the | 
bandits and rescue you.’ 

“An?” breathed Hdith. - 
‘Now I knew somethin’ erbout that thar outlaw, 
Apache Tim. He’s been a pretty hard character for 

a long time. The last time I knew of him he ran off 
in a hold-up the young an’ pretty wife of a ranchman. 
He plugged her husband full of bullets and then that 
night he married the newly made widow.’ 

-*Dreadful!’” i 
‘‘Now that gal was some gal. She managed bo Bit 


off by herself within’ ten minutes arter the Indian 
weddin’ eeremony, and she jumps over the eanyon’s 
brink whar ye ie the chap racne) Tim go. In rach 


o — living with him an unloved wife.’ 
There. they caught a jeunes with the - rising. sun of a yi 


when T seen ens again ae sees him. going: over - the vz 
- eanyon, ade hopes he wasn’t dead so he could remember — 
‘the poor girl who jumped there to ‘save herself from 


“hat? Ss the kind. of a. woman “is Tike,” 


‘ined: in, o Hi 
‘Edith. She made one mistake. 


She ought to have. He ee 


lured Apache Tim ‘to the canyon’s brink and then Ag ag 


pushed him over and jumped herself. I had a nice 

bullet reserved for Tim and myself, you a Basil. 

I didn’t propose to Jjom “the heft of his wives.’"" 
Basil laughed. 


Well, »? added Mome coy Heuvel here Raith 


would land. and where you would land. I knew as to _ 
you, Basil, it would be short sharp and sudden like 


for you. A slit throat comes quick behind a sere, 


outlaw arm.’ 


‘*That’s: AE Pes lame Baal feeling of his firosk? K 
| “Well, thus I saw thet if I was a-goin’ to do any: 


| thing I must do it quick; So, I hustled off on my, hoss — ig = 


as fast as I could get his. legs to move.” | ave 
‘“Good man!’’ said Edith. tetsie Uae a 
““And Sleepy George’ here, just naturally wanted to. a 
help in the reseue and he came along.’’ (aN 
 **Good old boy,’’ cried Basil and Edith Poectioe® en 
“Well,’? added Morris, ‘‘we loped along as fast as 
we. could eo until we came to a turn in the TOAG,» Mee 


ACA Age? said Edith. 


“Tt was about er mile from Snake Basin where fe (a a 


village turns into a trail that comes out hyear, don't | 


you know,’’ said Morris. 
‘Edith. and Basil nodded. 
They knew the spot very well. 
Edith’s eves were narrowing with a new thought. 
“You mean where the cabin of Crazy Tommy Sutton 


js??? 


eR ORE toi 

ee the oil said walk suppressed eagerness. 

“Well, 1b ‘was thar that we sees the regimentals — 
I have on.’ | 

‘““Mhey were tae in the road?”’ eried Edith. 

EOD answered Morris. 

‘‘T see it all now,’’ roared the girl. 
see it before ?”’ : 

“Ye most ginnerally sees things thet. way. I’ve state: 
noticed,’’ added Sleepy George, ‘‘that ef ye could 
foresee as well as ye could hindsee what a great thing | 


‘a Why didn i i 


it would be?’’ 


‘In this case at 


“Wouldnt it??? laughed Edith. 
Now r see things as they 


might be best all around. 
really are. You see——’’ 

“Yes, yes?’’ cried Basil who was all ears. 
up. 2? 

“Well, ” added. Edith. fete was this way. Con 

Tommy Sutton left those things in the road there.’ 

‘‘What?’’? cried Morris. | 

‘“Crazy Tommy for years. has been thinking that his! 
was a reincarnation of a Revolutionary soldier. He 
has been wearing this suit about the village for years 


‘‘Aurry 


talking, while he did so, some erazy. nonsense about 


being an officer stationed at Ottawa in the Revolu- » 
tionary War. He used to heat pennies, and old fake — 
guinea’s of the reign of George the Third and give 
them to small boys in the village—They thought 
Crazy Tommy was straight from—you know the place.”? 
“Oh, no,’’ dryly put in Basil. ‘I know of the place. 
I don’t know it.’’ AWE 
‘“You will some day,’’ answered the girl. 
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iy xp aah ee AL) 
i "About the beers I’m married, eh??? ea Basil. ene were a very brave 3 man,” e said, 

ee at ‘*Perhaps—you never ean tell, ae the girl, the risk you have done. You would have: ‘een ‘ed ie tk - 
Si Pema: is a lottery.’’ : EP ya instantly by the outlaw had. he in the slightest. degre Wage 
“Any way, it seems that where I ok the aes who tried in any way to. penetrate your disguise by sear 
a het the suit, and why, Is pretty well cleared up; .e ei ing you—he knew you well, you” know.”?— LGR ae 
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Pe i‘ Memiad EM Oia itu ne AG aN ‘<Nonsense!_ _ Anyway, whether Th did aby or not,’ 
 **¥eg?? answered Edith. ~ ! ahi) ee Min ee pretty fair way to be saved—but say, “ 
ae ‘Then I will continue my story,” | added Mowen got a plan. I don’t want those bandits to. get a We 
yi i ovell it came to my mind that here was a chance with anything,’’ cried Morris. oe aes So ara ET 
) . to get ‘into Apache Tim’s camp. I put on the uniform | i “Tell us your plan t?”” eried all. if a aN 
ay and started for his camp.”?— ai Ni fetes Nee ata UAL ea eam AL ah kn biog ea cu act ee 
. (es “Pretty dangerous thing to. do, ’? said ees is ene nee e a le Ca eta = aie has ean Ani Mat ate 
“Well, not as I figured it.’’ a i Bes ar a a AD a ae Ras Oe ae) a ig a age 
Bt Re Oh ”? said Basil. / rat carat UAH TS Sire eRe ea, 
E tat “You see,’’ added Morris, “T made up my pana that Seri oe CHAPTER XVI. AMEE at iy : 
there was a chance to git. to Apache Timan’soItook Hy “THE OUTLAWS ARB PuzaLmp. Lyin eae 


it. I found in the pocket of this coat—say ain’t I a a Whar’ ae alee’ Tim 9??? shrieked Wild. pane as. 


Mi ot dream in it?—an old-fashioned snuff box, and a little soon as. the bandits had been. recalled from. the woods” 


slip of paper saying that the stuff was ‘powder that in‘their vain search. “‘L kaint/ find him anywhar. Ba a 


F would burn with a flame and not burn any one.’ we + “Dunno”? shouted Walla Walla Cy. oie. ain't 
Bien “ca 9 a | 4 ¥ bash, ee 
BG i ae ae But she at des Morris, cy - yar. Thez no one seems ter hey seen him. ey cats nes 
/ ai ayia My 9 t j 
? “used the stuff an’ found it would burn eat an ap- Poker Tom Hudson at vas point came rushing to his 


He ti A Seveat flame but wouldn’t burn you.’ nit es oe Aner: Aan teeta pouaie ae ee Me a Dat 
iM Site ‘Probably some preparation of phosphorus, ” ore His eyes lay out on His ie RON Nanna bet aul us 
“Ne ere Basil. _.,  ‘*Thunder!’? he yelled, adding many. oaths besides, 
ot I dunno, But ez soon ez I seen it, I knew I eta? « > Sak ate fai 
ty iy ‘‘T.seen the end o’ Apache Tim.’’. Bia sh 
scare that outlaw chief pretty nearly to death.’ = “he end??? roared Wild. Haag “The. end 0 


Here Teeke broke in and told how it had been me 
_ pretty thoroughly understood in the outlaw band that | 
i) a ‘‘vision’? had warned Apache Tim of his death, 
Band say,’’ cried Teeke, “*Old soldier of bime 


pache Tim. Man what fer va) mean 2?” oy oe 7 
Poker Tom went on. Pais ene a 3 
ie sees Apache Tim a ridin? on. his. pat ‘He. was a 
goin’ so fast thet I thought the Evil One was. Bete 





: y 










ate | rie fs 
a iby fe i Peat i ee ed iy Sack tani -k. him. He was a sereechin’ an’ a -yellin’ and then: I 
miei ‘Ho! Ho! the girl cried. ‘I see it now. hore: hearn a shot.. I sees Apache Tim throw up his. ae 






I knew he was shot thru’ de brain, | Beet” eel 
“must have been a prior meeting between Apache Tim “Go on,’? yelled Wild’ Frank. Seep aL A) 


and Crazy Tommy before you arrived in Tommy’s com } : 

Me clothes, Morris. The first meeting frightened the out- ¢,., oT aa: ine a lait » 
| law half to death and your coming in as you did again, ought ter uv seen that thar hoss jump. ELS, makes. ‘al 
made Tim think his time had come. What did you say leap thet takes ‘im w-a-y inter the middle. 0? ‘the ‘air 


to Tim??’ ; i 
“T handed him the usual line of chost stuff, 2? ne- thet’s thar in thet canyon. Then I hears im g0. ker-_ 












plied Morris. ‘‘I told him that he was going to hie reat oe fa? the Meat Lees The ee was. | 
soon, that I was sent from—you know—to get him. “Was Apache’ Ti Sided aq? a aN SE a eRe Thi ae 







Ai made a fine moral spiel, and then I pulled out that “Wall, ef a shot through his brain Vestn feat tim 
powder, set it afire covertly with a match and when — ‘the fall did, seems ter m ‘drawled - Poker. ‘Tom. 


Tim saw me apparently using hell-fire for snuff. ro “T looks deoun inter the ie 
y and the whole shootin’ 
ree ea ‘ Re ee one moor of, the tent.” “match, lays. thar, all bloody. an’ mashed ter atoms. 3 
ep teeta hte Sa De ark Sey te | Cine bess It’s the end o’ Apache Tim boys. He’s dead.’”? Ss 




























at} "Ho! Ho!’? chimed in Basil. : : s 
aye ‘‘Haw! Haw!’’ put in Sleepy ‘George. bY nich Walesa Desa ae ae aia ee ee ibaa? 7s the 
i As for Teeke. Wild Prank called Poker Tom ‘aside. TT OLse Mia AUS 
(Well, he kept the usual impassive mein _ an Indian. “You are sure that Apache Tim is dead??? he ea 
Bo _ for some time. CCL Uma Wena ‘‘Shore,?”” replied Poker Tom. “There was no ques- 
_... Then his face cracked. st tion of ut. I seen Apache Tim deader than a smelt 
‘He gave an explosion like a fire-cracker. ea mf with his face up ter the ai Man, his whole, haid 
mech) Phen his fee ironed ‘itself out. ew ogey ai cwas crushed in.’ | ! i eA 
"It was Teeke’s idea of a laugh. UXO aa wie “he hoss was ABS ROR Torrone ce Na Ua 
_ Be it here written that this was the first time he had > “Smashed into a pulp.?, spt Ree MRR RAE 
ever Jaughed in his life; sometimes he had. smiled, but ‘Then the band has no leader?” ATK A SA ay Ca eG) 
never had he laughed before. It is not written any. Rt has vou??? Be Wht Meee eet cr i se een 
My Liat where that Teeke ever laughed again. Hs Tete Weelleaes don’t count,’ Lee FO at Ot Nana eT hac cela | 
Biss Phen Apache Tim,’’ said Edith, ‘‘fled tom his. “Yes yer do.’ POLE ER ARGS oN Cena 
/ own fears. His own fear of an unknown world drove It was wonderful to see: the dialect fall. away. from 
He ~~ him to his death. Well, well, ‘conscience does make Wild Frank.: _ Even. Poker Tom noticed | it. Frank 
‘ie be cowards of us all.’ ”’ hE aC Ae SE SETS TONY like ‘a man ‘from. another world. Thug | 
Ne Ds) i we Then Edith Roe to Morris. Pk, Cinta cates EGY was even” Poker ‘Tom thought - ial ee 1B 












w A) : eS * / i ( : i ig : ‘ dy (4 eo id ys ACC NE TESTE eet b puis > te LeOah Le 

Dye an ; ‘ : ‘ / / di FY , oe +e ‘i Dat Leet y . = va} an tt am ky rl,  tasieh 7 bt ; Db Pantie Ma) « L.) hs ki 
of wey ee y Dena Rio nie teaser) st eve pS aie in a ers gs ey be Alaliesb Sas is ale 1A DRS ait sites gets 
We : bt ; pes s : 4 ' NEEM fa y= < eee ed ele ® es iit ea vo fib i ao .? 

a oy} . . pi’ at oe . 7 t fe jten tes op : . % he ¢ i canon h, The TORS my 

7% >, vat oP Fes i "3 eV) SAT ob ; 7 “a ik 3 a \ ay 5 

Tae hd uy. tee SEM ‘ 


4 a WS. > Ak Rp ; Ly a he ‘ 
cha iss i 3 a se EWE VIET Ree DEN SUeT era SOURUM OR Saher rif ell ma ies ye ak ai se ack 
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“man ‘that aia ee been settee it he had not | ‘ The laitiae were that of once. Tim, thie fede ie 
grown crooked, jini. The plan of Gale Morris, had been an exceedingly h 
. But Wild Frank now. relapsed into ie usual dee Reto Onesies TA 
| ‘lect. way of speaking; ‘the talk of the gun-man | of the. It had been for Teeke, who was abak’ the same size ea 
North- Wreste ists | as the dead bandit to put on the outlaw’s. clothes. df ireats 
“Thunder,” he ‘yelled, “Wall, ef Apache ‘Tim is A visit to a near-by white clay pile followed. ae ys 
dead it’s up. ter me—My God, wots thet? Look at A liberal coating of the white clay. had concealed 
that! There cums Apache Tim on his gray hoss!’’ » the yellow skin of the Indian. ae 
i The bandits whirled around to look in the direction . The next step had been to light some of the phos- 
Phe: Wild Frank was pointing with white face and phorescent powder that Crazy Tommy had left in the — . 
staring eyes) aw _ Revolutionary soldier’s snufft-box, and: then the gray 
There came a strange figure ene over the horse of Sleep George was impressed into service. — 


vat 


54 


plateau. NS | _ While Teeke rushed down upon the outlaws clad as © 
‘It was. Apache Tim, ee bandit saw. their dead leader, Apache Tim had been, and riding | 
The figure was white: and ghostly like In its face: a gray horse such: as had been seen to dash into the ger 
“Tts” creat face was staring forward. canyon with | Apache Tim on his back, Edith, Basil, ae: "] 
So. deathly white was the face; so unearthly the look and Sleepy George had concealed themselves: In) the sa 
that Wild: Frank | howled in abject’ fear. | thicket about the bandit camp. | Faas niiaalean an A 


_ When Apache Tim raised his hand and it was seen All had gone well. | 
that a ene flame eh ease, it, the bandits broke _. The ghostly fire had added to the fears of the outer . 











and fled. PORT Ay | 1 | laws, an PeROrant, and superstitious lot of men nat- ia 
Grack! WT ee | Hae Ne urally. | Vie 
Thus came the wie sound of a rifle. Sleepy George had ‘then let his rifle bellow out its: nd 

‘Tt had hardly Speke when Wild Hrank leaped nee “éxead sound, % | 

in’ the yaar _. The shot had cut through the life thread of Wild he 
He spun around on his heel. yaa Frank. ‘ a 
His knees bent under him, and he fell upon his ‘The bandits were then robbed of the only leader re 
back dead. uy they had left. diy 
This was enough fn the outlaws. | With no one to rally them fay had Sounds a 

“AS one man they dashed toward their horses, in a trice, as bodies of men often do, into a horde of a 

| . They just flung themselves on the backs of the panic stricken men only intent on flight, : Whe 
prancing steeds and went flying away over the moun- Edith, and Basil, and Teeke, himself, had chant “ 

_ tains, helter-skelter, every man for himself, and not poured a terrible fire from revolvers and rifles at the — 
a thought for any other man. fleeing outlaws. | et sl 
Such,a panic stricken gang never was iow to. Many had bit the dust. ) Bas 
“hurry off at top speed in the North-West.before. — Others escaped to bear scars of wounds received - ee 
The men rushed away only thinking of escape. that day for the rest of their lives. _ a 
- Behind them rifles and revolvers accelerated their “Gale Morris had at length put over his plans— 4 
iy speed. 3 bach had won; he had not only aided greatly in the “aes 
1 Geaeiel: PTO ek: Bae! rifles. rescuing of his two friends Edith Ross, and Basil any 
Bang! Went the revolvers. Tyler but he had practically alone stamped out the i 
aes With every sound a bandit was struck by a jeudan’ terrible bandit band of Apache Tim. a | 
J missile. } Benoa Fe Aa i 
_ Several were killed at the ne fire. | het 'S§ search ie tent where we were confined,” 7 a 
. They went plunging off of their horses into the at length said Basil. A rH 
* aaptis of the forest where their bodies lay to fester He, Edith, and the remainder of the party hurried | i 
and rot, unburied for all time. into the tent. | ; : ag 
“Others of the outlaws were sorely .wounded. . There a great surprise met their eyes. Pe 

_ Not a man dared look back among the flying rene- In a chest they found the loot of the outlaws in fd 
“eades, gold, and after they had returned to the village of | 
No one stopped to think as. to where the leaden Snake Basin, and the express company’s gold had nay 
hail was coming from.. | been returned they advertised far and wide the fact ant 
They only knew that with the death of Apache Tim that they had more of the outlaws’ plunder to be given vA 
i and Wild Frank the outlaw band was leaderless. up to those that had been robbed. a 


They merely tried to get away to some place, they It took a long while to satisfy all demands but 
| tanh not where, so that they might escape the leaden when every one had been satisfied there was enough — i ‘ 
hail, the ghostly return of their dead leader Apache of the outlaw gold left to make Basil, Edith, Sleepy | 

Tims George, and Gale Morris rich for life. Nia 


In five horrid minutes of fear, panic, and strife, the Teeke did not care to remain in Snake Basin ietper | | 

great Apache Tim gang was wiped out. - than he could get out of it, so his share was sent toi), 4 

‘The plan of Gale Morris had beveled: : him in his far North retreat and it made him the rich- aI 

. The form of Apache Tim then dismounted. est Indian in British North America. Ha 
Tt drew a bucket of water from a stream near at Of course, Edith and Basil’s share was now in one. a 

That and began to wash the white clay off of its face. portion—you see they were married within a week : 1 

In ten seconds not a bandit would have been de- atter they returned to Snake Basin. 5,7 ads had 

} 


ceived had they seen the face now displayed. —_— b . 


_ The face was that of Teeke, the Indian, THE END. 
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. by Cole and Bob. 


ALL PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED 


| No. 2. The James Boys of Old Missouri. 
The Only True Account Ever Published of the Most | 


Desperate Bandits of All Time. 


This’ thrilling story of the Outlaw Kings, who. 


terrorized the Middle and Far West, is profusely 
illustrated. It is based on facts related by eye- 
Witnesses of the awful deeds. It breathes of ter- 
rible revenge. It pulses with intense excitement. 
For the first time the real history of the assassina- 
tion of JESSE JAMES is set forth. 


Price, by mail, Roseoaid: 20¢ per Bea 


No. 6, The Younger Brothers. 


The startling and nigh incredible exploits of 


these four brothers who “terrorized a dozen States 


are written from the account of their deeds given 
Driven from their homes by 


the persecutions of. the Federal troops during the 


Civil War, one after another of them enlisted under . 
the “ Black Flag’ of the Guerrilla Chieftain, . 
Quantrell, and finally joined the notorious James ~ 


30YS as members of their gang. . 


' *rice, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 


No. 8. Rube Burrow. 


Known. in Mabama and throughout the adjacent | 


States as the ‘‘ Prince of Train Robbers,’ Rube 
Burrow held up the railroad flyers and looted the 
safes in the express cars for four years ere he 
was finally killed. Hundreds of detectives were 


sent out to capture him, but his arrest was actually 


accomplished by a huge negro. Even after he was 
in jail, by °® clever *ruse,- he made his captors 
prisoners, : ; 


Price; by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. \ 


No. 11. Jesse James’ Midnight Raid. 


This story describes thé descent of the notorious 
outlaw and his men upon ‘a ‘boom ”’ mining town 
of Nevada. As they are encamped in a canyon they 
are startled by a cry. An investigation leads to an 
encounter with several ferocious mountain lions and 
the finding of a woman’s corpse. Proceeding to the 
town, the bandits arrive just in time to prevent the 
lynching of the husband of the woman, who, it is 
learned, fled from her home with her baby to escape: 
the, advances of the boss of the town, a gambler. 
Jesse decides to unmé ask the villain, and in doing so 
nects with a series of adventures that are thrilling 
finally escaping from a snake-infested cave by mak. 
ing a human’ bridge. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20¢ per copy. 


OSE A> OE OO, ° woes a ee ben to-0-= ore enor. 


$90,030 Reward—Decad or Alive!! 


Read about it in ihe » great book, “JESSE JAMES, 
MY FATHER,’ viitten by. his son, Jesse, James, 
Jr, the only true atcount of the life of the famous 
outlaw. Read how this bandit kept an army of de- 
tectives, sheriffs and United States marshals ‘scour- 
ing the country and 
traitorous pal. Rend about the fatality attached to 
the name of Jesse James; how the ‘officers of the law 
tried to visit the sins of the father on the head of 
the son. Read about the persecution and the har- 
rowing anguish of Jesse James’ family in the graphic 
words of his son and heir. Read these facts. Every- 
body should know them. There is nothing to pervert 
the young, there is nothing to repel the old. Look 
at the reproductions of the only. pictures of Jesse 
James, his mother and his son in existence, except 
those owned by his family. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, ge per copy. 


‘book is given the first 


book ever written, 


vas shot in the back by a. 
COULD NOT HANG.’? 


No. e Harry. Tracy. | 
The Death Dealing Oregon Outlaw. Par 


The trail of blood left. by this terrible bandit from 
one side of the State’ to the other is set forth with 


all its graphic details in this book. With the natra- 
tion of the gruesome crimes there is the story of 
the overwhelming love 6f this reckless desperado, a 
love which inred him to his death, a death well 
fitting his wild, lawless life, More thee eae 
-trations. thei Pedal Pee os Bl 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20¢ 1 per ‘copy. 
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No. 7. | Dalton Gang. ia 


These bandits of the Far West were the ‘most 
In this 
true history of: the: raids. 


desperate train robbers that ever lived: 


and robberies, including an account. of the most 
daring ‘deed in the annals of crime, the robbing of 
two. banks at the same time, in broad. daylight, and 
the outlaws’ battle with twenty armed* men, as ‘told 


~ by the United States Deputy Marshal. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20¢c per copy. 
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No. 9 Uycake: James’ Dash for Fortune. 


With a handful: of. men, the terrible desperado sets. 


out to steal the gate-money at the fair in Kansas 
City. He and his pals have a series of adventures, 


discovering 't the dead body of a young girl, running | 
the murderer to earth at the danger. o being cap- 


tured’ themselvés by detcetives, finally arriving at 


the fair grounds where Jesse seizes the cash box 


from two men, escaping with more than PLO} 000 in 
booty. 


_ Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per 5 


ved | 
‘ 


No. 12. Jesse James’ Greatest Haul. 


‘Red Death’ 
been declared against some fiends of “the: despera- 


The awful threet of the > having 


does by a band of night riders, Jesse and his men 
set out to exterminate the gang. 


this purpose carries them on a raid into Kentucky, 


‘marked by a trail of blood and arson and terrible 
deeds which culminate in the robbery of the bank 


in Russellville in broad daylight in. the presence of 
scores of citizens and a successful escape despite 
the unexpected arrival of a posse of detectives. 


Price, by ‘mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 
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Truth Stranger Than Fiction. 
The most marvelous: and extraordinary 
“THE. MAN THEY 

Absolutely, true.. 
The astounding history of John Lee. Three 
times placed upon the scaffold and the 
trap sprung! Yet to-day he walks the 
streets a free man!!! Illustrated from 
photographs. Do not fail to read ie 


most remarkable book of the century. For 


sale everywhere, or sent, postpaid, upon 
receipt of 15 cents. tS ay 


‘The pursuit of © 


e WITTER Cx o 


Ue ae ud bY Jate sO kat 


eas 2EIER CIE 


“The é Man Tey 
_COULDNOTTIANG_ 


‘The Above Books are For Sale by All Booksellers. and Newsdealers or They will be sent 
| Pest Paid upon Receipt of Price ree the Publishers Oe Rie 


‘HE ARTHUR WESTBRC 





Latest edition. | Completely 
: penieed new Beclittres ‘added 
4. This is the original, words: 
¢ | renowned BOOK OF FATE, 


that for one hundred years hee 
held intelligent” ‘people -spell-— 


: | bound. | “Its ‘correct’ interpreta- 


\who have been. fortunate enough — 
|to possess a copy which they | 
ia might consult.The accuracy of — 
‘the accompanying , numbers, has 
~\ made it invaluable to all policy ak 


players. 


| “NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM 
Which it contains and which is printed complete, 
is an absolutely true copy of that strange and 


wierd document found within a secret cabinet of 


at Bonaparte’s. 


The fact that dozens of worthless and unreliable. 
imitations have been placed on the market demon- 


strates it to be a fact that THE OLD THREE 


WITCHES’ DREAM BOOK stands today as al- / 
s ways the. original and only reliable Dream Book * 


_ published. : , 


‘It is for sale by all. newsdealers, or it will Pe sent 


_ Postage paid upon receipt of ten cents. 


THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY, 
ie Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A 


W TOASTS | 
AND MAXIMS | 


ALSO A FEW PROVERBS 


If you want the best book of 
TOASTS that has ever been 
published; 
Toasts to spring upon your 

= friends instead of the hoary with 
Sea age, moss grown assortments 
published in the so 
“Toast Books” of other pub- 
lishers buy this book of NEW 


TOASTS which has just been 
published in our MAMMOTH 


- SERIES. It is not only the 
best: book but the largest, book ever sold for ten 
cents, 


‘ 


For’ sale by all newsdealers: or sent postpaid pon 
receipt of ten cents. | 


THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY, 
| Cleveland, cre U. S. A, 


if you want new — 


called 


The. eee ney The eae of 
Se Suiee and best book ever © 
published upon the important — 
subject of THE ART OF LET- Me 
. TER WRITING, yt 

-. It is the largest book ever Bee 
fered for the money. — 

It contains all the Racdecn, 


forms of correspondence and — 
gives all the information needed nt 
by those desiring to write Love ff 


E Letters or Business ‘Letters. iat 


FRIENDSHIP, LOVE AND ff 


COURTSHIP | 


: aoe vin all its phases up to elie Vy ) 
are eacepailys provided for by letters covering every | 


7 possible ‘subject that might arise; and by using this . \: 


book as a guide it is impossible to go astray. 
THE BUSINESS LETTERS | 


‘ Contained in this book are invaluable to ) those en- 


_ gaged in mercantile pursuits. 
THE NEW AND COMPLETE LETTER 


=i 4 oo 2 WRITER 


is for sale. by all newsdealers or it will be sent eel 
"age: paid to airy address upon receipt of ten- couNe 


‘THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY, 
Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. Ali ¥ at 
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Riddles and | 
“Conundrums 


¥ 


Hard Nuts to Crack we 


ALN ew and — 
4.3 ete 


One thousand brand new up- 

4-~8| to-date RIDDLES AND CON- 
“iq. UNDRUMS that you have nev- 
wa er heard before, ‘instead of the 

old chestnuts that make your 
victims want to hit you on the 
head with a sand bag when you 

get them off. 


This is thre ‘best Riddle Book and collection of. 4 ea 
Conundrums ever published, and the biggest one § 


ever sold for ten cents. 


For gata by all ‘newsdealers or sent postage paid 
by the publishers upon the receipt of ten cents. 


| THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY, 
Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A. 
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: : y ¥5 its 
These stories, issued aeery' Friday, are the greatest ‘detective stories | ever bia EbeH:: Noo ‘man faa ever: ‘lived | in sean, 

country or any other whose tales are so thrilling, so’ entrancing, | which ‘so. teem with excitement and desperate situa-. 

tions as those of “OLD SLEUTH.” The stories are twice as long as those. ae any eather, aa isace story having — 


the enormous total of 50,000 words. Nothing like it ever before ara ee ta aiet Ve aga Nitya Tot ne 
$ pik tte t . a Aaa ae si ‘ x « , 


“THE FOLLOWING NUMBERS ARE NOW! OUTH at ees ae i ae 
The he Return of Old Sleuth, the Detective ; or The Great Philadelphia . 70. On Their, Track; - being the. jrenmeetog of me The hinpboes ‘Monte: 
tae of the Missing Millions; or Tracked “by a Great car Omnipresent Avenger; being the continuation of, ' ‘On Their 
The pane of the Haunted House; or The Great Detective’s Tragic 72, aloe oe Strategy ; ‘being ‘the conclusion of “The Omnipresent ‘, 
The King of all (Detectives. or Youngs 3 Jack Sleuth on the Trail. 73. The 'Gyapy Detective’s Greatest ‘Case; or Phil Tremaine to ‘the. 


T) The 7 : 
1¢ ena sneer cat ye inet’ Shadow ; ‘Tale of Herculean Detective aN The Shadows: of Wek York; or ‘phe American Monte- Cristo’ 5 wena 


The Silent Terror; A. Narrative of Geauite Detective Strategy. aA and. 
The Veiled Beauty; or The Mystery of the California Haivese, The Old Magician’ 7 Weird Legacy ; A Tale of Marvelous Happenings — 


The say etery * 5 Spaniard’s Vendetta; or A Great Detective’ s 76. A Moen Disappearance; ‘A Singularly Strange, Narrative, 
heat OUS/ PELATER Ys The Red Detective; A Great Tale. of Mystety. | 
The Great Bond Robbery: or Tracked by a Female Detective. 


Old Sleuth’s Greatest Case; or Caught by the King of all Detectives. | Fhe Weird Warnings of Fate; or Ebeon's : Strange. Case. : 
The Bay. Ridge Mystery; orOld Sleuth’s Wiring atand. . The Treasure of the Rockies; A Tale of Strange ‘Adventures, 


Shadowed to his Doom; or Foiled RY: the Yankee Detective, . Bonanza Bardie’s Winning Strike ; being the. sequel tort The’ Treasuie Ch 
i 


. f the Reckies.”’ 
apping the Counterfeiters ; or The Lightnin Detective on the Trail. Ae ae ait i 
arate by the Wall Street Detective; or Badger’s Midnight Quest. A eae adem oe race ae ft Pee a “Tt A ny 
The Irish Detective’s Greatest Case; or The Strategy of O’Neil ¥ rans: 


9 © McDarragh. A oon Detective’s Great Sh id ; AUN; £ E di 
The Greatest Mystery of the Age; or Saved by the Gipsy Detective. = Tareaiene eae a adow ; a arrative ° xtraor inary 
7 rapping the Moonshiners; or Strange Adventures of a> ‘Government Stealthy Brock, the Detective: or, “‘Trailed 45 thei: Doo - 


etective in the Tennessee Mountains. | yh iek Lee aia a 
The Giant Detective Among the Cowboys; or The Weird Nawrative: of * iy pas See avenger’ A Startling See ay tes a 


a lost Man. | 
. The Mystery of the Black Trunk; or Manfred’s. Strange’ Quest. : Rescue." d i i 
. The Chief of the Counterfeiters; or The Boy Detective’s Greatest Haul. f Tse Jewel 3 Mystery , Hi oe fel: A “Na in the C c ar We de i 1 
21. The Mystery of the Re seie Head; or Caught by the King of the , Space sets ave e Wizer etective; - arrative ° on eri 4 
Detectives. etective Skil f 


; _ 89, Foiling the € nspirators ; or Daring Tom: Caney to the Rescue. _ . 
The prea Criminal; or The New York Detective’s Strangest Case. 9 ; ‘ 
The Great ‘Train Robbery: ben Samedi dos in RVIOIA aT aR tebtive: 0. The Banker's. “Crime; or The Weird Adventures. of * Phenomenal: 


The Italian Adventuress; A Tale of Marvelous Plots. Ga } 
2 ' ? . | asparoni, the Ttalian | Detective; A ‘Str ange Weird Tale of City. Life, igus 
Red- Tete Geng. The River Detective; or The Round-Up of the Wharf The Vengeanée of Fate; being the sequel to Gasparoni,, the OSH | 


, Detective.” 
Che Twin Shadowers: or A Suprising Case of Mistaken Identit ‘ ‘ 
The Smugglers of New York Bay; or Lhe River Pirates’ reatest 2 The Secret, Special. Detectiv ‘the Ole) Transfons tt ou oh, Trail, 
rime, ox , ? Bite 
The Secret of the Kidnapped Heir; A Strange Detective Narrative. - 
*) © r > f a 
ri Black Raven ane eg echer of the Georgia Moonshiners; or The Moun i Bowed: iby. a Female Detective ; being the sequel to “ The ‘Kidnapped | 


'"nmasking a Villain; or The French Detective’s Greatest Case. tinge , 
Ce , : i ee . NT. Ola ronsides ” mente New York; or The Daughter of the G: A, Re 
0. Shared by a Russian Duke; or An American Detective Among the — 98. The Trish Detective: or Rergus Connor’s (Greatest ‘Case. | Mais 


dares Bahia? pag : 99. The ‘Shadow Detective ; or The Mysteries of a Night. ~ eee 
Haig Mvetery of the Black Pool; or The Dutch Detective's Sensational + . Detective Thrash, the ’Man-Trappers 4 Story of | <biabistinasy Des 


The. Veiled Lady of the Ruins; or Hamud’s Ghastly Discovery. ig fective: Devices, ie 
Failed by a Corpse: or A Tale of ‘the Great Southwest. . Old Tronsides ’ at His Best; A WEE Gus Detective: Narrative. - 


02. Tratled by an ‘Assassin; A Tale -of Italian Vengeance. 
aaa the Mounted Detective; a Trailing the Mountain Out: 403) The Lust of Hate: being the sequel to “ Traile “by an Assassin.” 
‘ A Golden Curse; or The Harvest of Sin. - Vea 
Kidnapped in New York; or The Dangers of a Great City. - Rig . The Hotel Tragedy; or Manfred’s Greatest Detective Adventure. 
Lured by a Siren; or In the Clutches of a Beautiful Blackmailer, . The Mystery af Room 207; ‘being the sequel to Th Hotel Tragedy. 
Old Sleuth’s Triumph; or The Great BR Onn Recah jay if . Gardemore, the Detective; or the King of the “ Shaceqersy 
A. Trail, of Blood; Being the sequel to.“ O'* Sleuth’s Triumph. 3. The Fatal Chair; being the, sequel to Gardemore, the Detective, | 
The Band of the *“* Red Oath;” or Run i. Cover by a Government ss “The ‘Mask of Mystery ; or Dhe Graveyard Murder. 
Spy, . The Twisted Trail; ‘being the sequel to the Mask of Muarerys 
Te -mpted by a Woman; or The French Detective’s Narrow Escape. . Booth Bell; or The. Prince of Detectives Among the Indi ians. 
The Million Dollar Conspiracv : or Old. Sleuth ‘to the Rescue. a | The Beautiful Captive; being the continuation of Booth Bell. | 
Accused from the Coffin: or The Frustration of a Dastardly Plot. | 13. Booth pat S Twisted | Trail; being the sequel to. ~The ‘Beautiful 
. Coolness opens Cunning; or ‘Trailed by “ Faithful, Mike.’ Cap ahs 
4. Foiled by Love; or The “ Molly Maguires? ” Tiast ‘Stand, ~ 4, The Wall "Street Detective; or Harry Wiehe ARE Lightning Trailer. HS 
Under a Million Disguises; or Manfred the Metamorphosist. 15. The Banker’s Secret; being’ the sequel to Dh © Nie eee Detectives 
Tracked by the Man of Mvstery; or Manfred’s Great Triumph, being 116. The Wizard’s Trail; ‘or The Mystery of a onde Casket. _ 
a sequel to Under a Million Disguises. . The House of Mystery: being the sequel to The Wizard's Trail. 
The Human Blood-Hound; or. The Bowery Detective ‘on the Trail. . Old ‘Sleuth in New York: ‘or Trailing ja \Great | (Griminal. Ne ea 
Manfred’s Strangest Case; or Foiled by the Weird Detective. . Manfred, the. Vertriloauist Detectives or Wonderful ye eat: 
Monte-Cristo Ben, the Ever Ready Detective; A Narrative of Re- — “© Shadows ” in New York. 
markable Complications, . Wild Madge: or The Female Gavecimene) Matectixe, ; 
_ Old i Hei the Iron Arm Detective; .or The Mystery. of The Beauti- . Old Electricity in’ New York; or Wayne ‘Winthrop’ S Trail of a 
ul Ferress, Pe hSK “Dead Secret.” 
The Stain of Guilt; or “Old Puritan” to - the Rescue, ° . . Gamal the Hunchback; or The. Adventures of. a Ventriloguist. 
A Conspiracy of Crime; or Foiling the Kidnappers. 428. Seth Bond, Detective; or the Mystery of an Old Mansion. ~ 
“Old Tronsides ” in France; or Trailed by the Giant Detective. “Galloway, the Detective; or Running the Crooks to Earth. 
The Beautiful Mystery of Paris; being the sequel to “Old Iron- — . Old Sleuth’s Quest: or A Fair: Daughter's ater) site ees 
sides’ in France, . Presto Quick; or The ‘Weird Magician | Detective. prune 
h. The Gypsv Detective on the Trail; or Solving a Great Crime. . Old Tronsides Long Trail; ar The Giant Detective ‘Out West: OU HEN tae bet 
The Half-Breed’s Secret: A Narrative of Phenomenal Adventures. 28. Forging the Links: being the sequel to Old Tronsides (Long Trail. ms 
. The Italian’s Revenge; A Thrilling Narrative of Adventures, | . . Oueen Myra: or A Woman’s-Great Game of Hide and Seek. My n 
A Three-Fold Mystery; A Straight Out Detective Narrative. . The Duke of New York; or The Adventures of a Billionaire. — 
The Midnight League; or The Giant Detective in Ireland. 81. Prowler Tom, ‘the Detective; or The Floating Beauty Mystery. a 
The Secret of the Dungeon ; being the sequel to ‘‘The Midnight, Man Against Man; being the seauel to Prowler Tom. | « 
League.’ 33. Old Sleuth’s Silent’ Witness; or The Dead Hand at the Morgue. 
, Gypsy Frank, the Long Trail Detective: or aaiviner a Great Mystery. 34. The League of Four;" or The Trail of the Man Tracker. ! 
. The Weird Detective ; UE “Old Baldy »’ on the Trail. - The House of Fear ; or ‘The Young Duke’s Strange DUES 
A Tae, Mystery; A. Narrative of Peculiar Detective Tricks: and | ; 
evices, rs “ 
» Strangest Mystery, in the World: or Harry_Brand’s Winning Play. ; TO BE PUBLISHED ON FRIDAY. ‘ 
Old N ieee s Secret; A’ Strange Detective Case. . Cah { 
Old Miser’s Secret; ‘A Strange Detective Case. eb. 3—136. Foiled by Fate: being the sequel to The Tose op earn nih 
Man of Mystery; or Mephisto the Detective. | ) . 10—187. A Dash for Millions; or Old Ironsides Trail of Mystery. et ee 
. The Mysterious Detective; or Solving a Great Case. . ‘Feb. 17138. The Trail of Three;.or The Motor Pirates’? Last Stand. 2a 
nh The American Monte- Cristo ; A Strange and Not Narrative. f 24—139, A Dead) Man’ S; Hand; or Caner by his Own Victim, bs ea ww 


ote 


AASISRSS = 


ei ee Se a 
=e 


"| 
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THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY, CLEVELAND, OHIO, U. S me 


i 


See Era Rae it» 5 
Bal ea he Page aes 
Pe ck ts aE thy 4x edd late 
\ bs } ; Ae het Ne : 
a TR blew 4 
ins ed eae AN Ly 


isort sai hn bene be ish " 














Standing Alone at the Head of Its Class 


The 
American Indian Weekly 





PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY 








This great weekly is a radical departure from all other five-cent weeklies that are now being 
published. 


It has the greatest stories of frontier life, of Indians and of the far West that have ever been 
issued. 


The stories are longer than those published in any other five-cent library, except the celebrated 
OLp SLEUTH WEEELY. 


They are all edited by Colonel Spencer Dair, the most celebrated Indian Scout, Bandit Tracker 
and Gun Fighter of modern fiction. 


A new number is issued every Thursday. 


LIST OF TITLES 


Noxet 2LAE-OU DEAWS PIPED Giri telices ocnthsiasao ae eel as etiyartres ,--or The Raid on the Old Stockade 
NOry 22a RAGEE D ZE Or Hal or TATRA ea, ees octet erhaca aes meas aan etans or The Pursuit of the Midnight Raider 
No: 33, oe LOE BEAC Ke DBA Fe evetta saleteoie et tera Oartitles Coreen eae ater. or The Curse of the Navajo Witch 
No.2 DEE SOU A We MANISTR EVE NGE Aid mepieie ce sent mire arash eae n a ae or Kidnapped by the Piutes 
NO» 25%) SERABPED BY! TER + GREES Wa aces accor ernie tee ae or Tricked by a Renegade Scout 
No? 76.5 BE LRAY E DEBBY “AV MOCCASUN Maik gies Bolas sists teesiomstces or The Round-Up of the Indian Smugglers 
NOS POVEING “CLOUDS MEAS TS GAN) | 252-5 ate Ane aie ete or The Battle of Dead Man’s Canyon 
Nosrs-. A DASE. “E@ RG DB By sa teadica dna cic ora eke sghe Oates hie or red TPIT tara ease t or Tricked by Timber Wolves 
Noe-9:-_ THES DECOY MESSAG Ev tai ss ee sseismeceten os Soa tains eee or The Ruse of the Border Jumpers 
Nos 107) “TELE MIDNIGHTZATAR MD ux oes fecrenc etnias ctee s slelie sees or The Raid on the Paymaster’s Camp 
Nose? CA EREMASKED&ARIDERS cite ela ete one, cere uircionanie are hohe or The Mystery of Grizzly Gulch 
No toe fURE DD: BYLOUT LA WS \ iets ciSoires ateal te ican ee tae or The Mounted Ranger’s Desperate Ride 
z TO BE PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY 
February 23—No. 13. STAGE COACH BILL’S LAST RIDE..........or The Bandits of Great Bear Lake 
March 2—No. 14. THE TRAGEDY OF HANGMAN’S GULCH..... or The Ghost of Horn Mountains 
March 9—=No. 15; EPHE TREASURES OF MacKENZIE, ISLES 23. 2e.05... or The Outlaw’s Drag-Net 
March 16—No-16- HE DDEUPAATH SNAKE SBIASTNALE ye ie oo ae ete coeterele or The Renegade’s Death-Vote 
March 23—-No. 1%. - THE MAIL - RIDER'S DASH WITH, DEATH... or The Desperado of Poker Flat 
March 30—No.- 18D EAREDeMASSAGRE 3 aivcic . scuoe-seaeulen ters or The Hold-Up Men of Barren Lands 
April 6—No. 19) LH E MYSTERY. © FA LitB AR GHIGsCIRGLE 2s. one or The Robbers’ Round-Up 
April 13—No. 20. HOUNDED BY RED MEN................ or The Road Agents of Porcupine River 
April 20— No: 212 .THE FUR, GRADERS DISCOMERY |. give. cise cou or The Brotherhood of Thieves 
April 27—No. 22. THE SMUGGLERS OF LITTLE SLAVE LAKE..... or The Trapper’s Vengeance 
May 4——N02:23;~_ NIGHT RIDERSYOF2 T EBs NOR TELW ESD tsx ween sens or The Vigilantes’ Revenge 


May 11—No. 24. THE SPECTRE OF THUNDERBOLT CAVERN..or Tricked by Midnight Assassins 


The AMERICAN INDIAN WEEKLY is for sale by all newsdealers and booksellers, or it 
will be sent to any address postpaid by the publishers upon receipt of 6c per copy, 10 copies for 50c. 
All back numbers always in stock. 


THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY 
CLEVELAND, OHIO, U. S. A. 








